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Gold  Dan : 

DICK  TALBOT  IN  UTAH. 


BY  ALBERT  W.  AIKEN. 
■JLTnuoR  OF   "velvet  hand,"  "overland 

<    BT,"   "ROCKY    MOUNTAIN    ROB,"    "  KEN- 
TUCK.  THE  SPORT,"  "  INJUN  DICK," 
ETC.,        ETC.,  ETC. 

CHAPTER  I. 

THE  CHIEF  OF  THE  DANITES. 
"  By  that  lake  whose  gloomy  shore 
Sky-lark  never  warbled  o'er—" 
The  Great  Salt  Lake  in  the  heart  of  the  con- 
tinent; that  strange  body  of  water  within  whose 
confines  fish  swim  not,whop«  borders  are  incrust- 
«d  with  salty  en-5-*-'  •>t~  —  '-like. 

>  dense,  saline  waters  reject  the 
.ys  to  plunge  beneath  the  wave ; 
ndrous  lake,  so  strange,  so  wild,  |  desperate  fellows. 


we  shall  relate  a  story  so  terrible,  so  improba- 
ble, that  even  credulous  man  might  refuse  to 
believe  such  things  could  be,  were  not  the  pages 
of  history  already  stained  with  the  red  story  of 
the  impartial  historian. 

We  write  of  the  days  of  the  spring  of  '69, 
when  the  great  overland  read  was  rapidly  ap- 
proaching completion,  and  already  the  grading 
parties  of  both  the  Central  and  the  Union  Pacific 
railways  were  in  strong  force  in  the  neighbor- 
hood of  the  town  of  Corinnc,  on  Bear  river,  just 
to  the  north  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake. 

It  is  a  lovely  ni^ht  in  the  month  of  April,  and 
the  clear  heavens  above  are  spangled  with  a 
myriad  of  stars,  and  these  peaceful  watchers 
looked  down  upon  as  strange  a  scene  as  they 
ever  had  beheld  since  the  world  was  young. 

In  a  secluded  nook  on  Antelope  island,  the 
largest  of  the  little  group  which  dot  the  waters 
of  the  lake,  burned  a  camp-fire,  and  around  the 
flames  were  gathered  a  motley  collection  of  men, 
twelve  or  fifteen  in  number. 

On,  ^-  <xi±  uuu  oorder,  from  the 

waters  of  the  Missouri  to  the  golden  sands  of 
he  placid  Pacific,  and  yet  not  find  a  dozen  as 


All  were  armed  to  the  teeth,  with  one  excep- 
tion, and  he,  with  his  plain  black  suit  and 
clerical  aspect,  was  a  strange  contrast  to  the 
rest. 

These  armed  ruffians,  so  fierce  of  face  and  bo 
lawless  in  asjwct,  were  Danitcs— the  "  Destroy 
ing  Angels  "  of  the  Mormon  host,  and  the  Llaok- 
coated  man  was  a  Mormon  elder. 

After  generations,  when  they  read  the  record 
of  the  Danites,  will  wonder  that  such  things 
could  be  in  a  Christian  land,  and  think  perhaps 
that  the  story  is  over-wrought,  when  in  reality 
the  half  of  the  dark  deeds  done  in  the  gloomy 
canyon  and  desolate  wastes  of  Utah  will 
never  be  revealed  until  the  Judgment  Day, 
when  the  murdered  victims  rise  in  accusing 
wrath. 

Early  in  the  existence  of  the  Salt  Lake  settle- 
ment, the  wily  and  unscrupulous  leaders  of  this 
strange  band  of  zealots  saw  that  to  crush  oppo- 
sition, awe  the  timid  and  overbear  the  bold,  it 
was  necessary  to  use  the  sword.    A  sent 
**<ik  just      .".     !        rice**.-  "^u.i  ... 
serpen^  by  ._c  \.  ay,  an  adder  in  the  path  that,  t 
biteth  the  horse's  heels,  so  that  his  rider  shall  fall 
backward." 


Dime  Library. 


And  so  the  Mormon  elders  institute*  the  Tribe  of  Dan,  the 
Destroying  Angels— a  cohort  of  ruffians  who  faithfully  carried 
ttt  the  orders  given  them. 

Woe  then  to  the  man,  or  men,  who  attempted  to  offer  resis- 
tance to  the  will  of  the  Mormon  leaders  I  One  or  many  it 
mattered  not,  the  merciless  arm  of  the  Danites  struck  them 
ddwn.  The  deed  was  done,  generally,  in  secret;  then  these  apos- 
kles  of  a  false  creed  lifted  up  their  voices  and  prated  of  the 
'*  vengeance  of  the  Lord." 

And  now  by  night,  and  in  secret,  we  conduct  the  reader  to  a 
neeting  of  the  Danites. 

The  "Angels''  were  scattered  around  the  fire,  reclining  in 
•urious  attitudes;  the  Mormon  elder,  a  stout,  gross  fellow,  with 
ooarse  features,  pig-like  eyes,  and  a  jowl  like  a  bull-dog,  had  just 
made  his  appearance  beside  the  camp-fire. 

It  was  evident  that  he  had  been  expected,  for  one  and  all  nod- 
ded in  recognition. 

This  elder,  Gideon  Biddeman  by  name,  was  one  high  in  favor 
with  the  Mormon  "  Prophet,"  and  his  chosen  mouth-piece  when 
orders  were  to  be  given  to  the  Destroying  Angels. 

"Bless  you,  my  children!"  exclaimed  the  elder,  extending 
his  arms  in  a  mock  benediction;  "all  up  to  time,  eh?"  easting 
his  eyes  over  the  group.  "That's  good,  for  I've  come  to  talk 
business  to  you  to- night.  You  are  all  brothers  of  the  tribe  of 
Dan,  the  swords  of  the  Lord— the  Destroying  Angels,  who,  with 
flaming  steels,  cut  off  the  enemies  of  the  Church  of  Zion.  We 
are  all  bound  by  an  oath— an  oath  sealed  with  blood,  to  carry 
out  the  will  of  the  Lord,  revealed  to  us  through  his  anointed 
priests,  the  pillars  of  our  Zion;  and  the  penalty  of  breaking  that 
oath — what  is  it'" 

"  Death!"  answered  a  doeen  voices,  in  chorus. 

"Right,  brothers,  right!  death  to  the  traitor— death  to  him 
who  refuses,  either  through  fear  or  favor,  to  execute  the  orders 
given  him,  even  though  it  were  to  give  the  fatal  stroke  to  his 
own  kin." 

The  ruffians  looked  at  each  other  curiously.  This  lengthy 
prelude  meant  business;  something  r-ut  of  the  common  was 
about  to  transpire. 

"  We  meet  to-night  for  important  business,  and  in  order  that 
it  may  be  accepted  as  it  ehould  be  accepted,  1  recall  your  oath  to 
your  minds.  Brothers,  there  is  a  traitor  in  our  band— a  man 
recreant  to  the  oath  he  swore;  his  doom  is  death,  and  we  have 
met  to-night  to  inflict  the  penalty." 

Silence  succeeded  the  words  of  the  elder.  The  Destroyed 
glared  at  each  other  in  astouishment. 

Then  the  Mormon  leader  again  spoke: 

"Let  the  man  rise,  avow  his  fault  and  plead  for  mercy I"  he 
•xclaimed. 

No  o^e  movt.'  - ....    L.  .. 

"Then  in  face  of  ail  x  .Ul  denounce  him,"  the  elder  oontin- 
»«d.    "  The  traitor  is  John  Clark,  Duke  of  Corinne!" 

A  hoarse  murmur  of  astonishment  came  from  the  lips  of  the 
ruffians,  at  this  announcement. 

And  then,  with  a  sudden  bound,  a  man  was  on  his  feet— a 
tall  well-proportioned  fellow,  clad  like  a  hunter  in  a  full  deer- 
skin suit  richly  trimmed  and  ornamented— a  man  of  forty  or 
thereabouts,  with  a  lion-like  head,  clear-cut  features,  darkly 
bronzed  by  the  sun,  and  wearing  ever  a  stern,  saturnine  look. 
His  jet-black  hair  was  rudely  cropped  short,  Indian  fashion, 
across  the  temples,  and  hung  in  long  tangled  masses  down  upon 
his  shoulders. 

John  Clark  was  no  common  man;  for  years  he  had  been  the 
chief  of  the  Danites  and  was  reputed  to  hold  his  life  as  care- 
lessly as  though  lives  were  to  be  had  for  the  asking.  A  man 
not  Riven  to  brawling,  and  yet,  when  in  liquor,  he  was  utterly 
desperate  and  quick  to  resent  an  affront.  Duke  of  Connne  he 
was  commonly  called,  and  with  good  reason,  for  on  more  than 
one  occasion  he  had  "cleaned  out"  that  lively  town,  which,  at 
the  time  of  which  we  write,  was  increasing  in  importance  every 
day,  being  the  head-quarters  of  the  grading  parties  engaged  o» 
the  railroad.  ... 

"You  are  a  liar,  elder  Gideon,  and  for  two  pins  I'd  put  a 
bullet  through  your  heart  1"  the  Danite  leader  cried,  one  of  h,is 
silver-mounted  revivers  gliste  ling  in  his  hand,  the  hammer 
raised  and  the  muzzle  leveled  full  at  the  breast  of  the  Mormon. 

The  elder's  face,  ever  a  ghastly  yellow-white,  turned  still 
more  ghastly,  and,  as  his  trembling  eyes  glanced  around  the 
amazed  circle  of  ruffians,  he  saw  that  not  a  man  of  them  all  was 
disposed  to  interfere. 

"  Take  it  back,  elder!  take  it  back,  you  lying  hound!  Though 
I  wear  your  Mormon  collar,  I'm  no  Mormon  dog!"  the  Danite 
cried.  "The  vengeance  of  the  Lord  and  the  sword  of  Gideon 
may  do  well  enough  for  the  poor  devils  whom  we  hunt  down,  but 
such  trash  is  wasted  upon  mel  I  do  your  dirty  work  because  I 
am  a  villain  and  an  outlaw,  and  your  Prophet  pays  well  for 
it,  but  I  don't  fear  you,  backed  by  all  Salt  Lake.  You  can't 
put  your  heel  on  my  neck  and  walk  over  me!" 

"Hold  on— don't  be  so  cursed  quick!"  exclaimed  the  Mormon 
elder,  just  a  little  tremulously,  and  evidently  alarmed  for  his 
oersonal  safety.  ,  + 

"Don't  you  use  your  tongue  so  freely,  then,"  Clark  replied, 
^rim'y  "We  ain't  in  Salt  Lake  now,  where  you  scold  like 
women  at  night  and  make  it  up  in  the  morning,  but  here  in  the 
wilderness  where  every  man  is  free  and  equal.  You  may  be  a 
treat  gun  down  yonder,"  and  the  outlaw  nodded  his  head, 
contemptuously,  to  where  Salt  Lake  City,  the  Zion  of  these 
"  Latter-Day  Saints  "  nestled  beneath  the  shelter  of  the  white- 
Tested  Wahsatch  mountains;  "but  up  here  you  ain't  any  better 
-%  anybody  else!" 

only  do  my  duty,"  the  elder  said,  sulkily;  "you  have 
•i  the  trust  reposea  *  the  church  wants  to  know 

have  done  sol  "  mind  be- 

readowH  uiuosaon 


CHAPTER  DL 

THE  ACCU8ATIOIC. 

A  fbowh  came  over  the  face  of  the  Danita  leader  as  ha 

listened  to  the  words  of  the  Mormon  elder — a  frown  in  which 
all  the  older  members  of  the  band  joined  as  their  minds  reverted 

to  the  past. 

The  Mountain  Meadows  massacre  1 

The  pages  of  history  do  not  record  a  wickeder  or  a  more  mere*, 
less  slaughter. 

The  helpless  emigrants,  first  lured  into  a  trap  and  afterward 

ruthlessly  shot  down  by  the  Mormon  fighting-men  disguised  aa 
Indians,  and  then  their  property  distributed  among  these  saintly 

men  of  Zion! 

"  And  what  of  the  Mountain  Meadows  massacre?"  cried  the 
Danite,  sternly  and  hoarsely.  "Is  that  deed  of  blood  never  to 
be  forgotten?  You  and  I,  elder,  will  roast  in  hell  some  day  for 
our  share  in  that  thing  if  there  is  to  be  any  judgment  hereafter." 

A  sneer  passed  over  the  coarse  face  of  the  Mormon.  A 
coward  at  heart  and  yet  no  slave  to  superstition,  living  matt 
alone  he  dreaded;  the  terrors  of  the  reckoning  in  the  world  to 
come  affrighted  not  his  souL 

"  The  naming  sword  of  the  Lord  struck  then,  and  Zion  rejoiced 
to  know  that  her  enemies  were  smitten,  hip  and  thighl"  retorted 
the  elder,  with  the  snuffle  dear  to  the  heart  of  the  canting  hypo- 
crite. "  It  ill  beseems  you,  a  good  son  of  the  church,  Zion's 
right-hand  man,  to  speak  in  such  terms  of  the  righteous  deed." 

"Elder,  when  Satan  receives  us  below  after  judgment  is 
passe!,  he'll  cry  out,  'I  can't  have  those  Mormon  butchers  la 
here:  they'll  corrupt  my  kingdom.  Give  them  a  snug  corner 
and  a  few  bushbls  of  brimstone  and  let  them  set  up  a  hell  of  thair 
own,"'  the  Danite  replied,  in  biting  sarcasm. 

"  Enough  of  this!"  commanded  Biddeman,  stung  by  the  hoarse 
chuckle  which  escaped  from  the  lips  of  the  outlaws  at  this 
doubtful  compliment.  "I  did  not  come  here  to  bandy  words 
with  you.  but  to  accuse  you  of  an  offense  which  you  have  com- 
mitted, and  to  listen  to  your  answer." 

"Go  ahond;  but  what  has  the  Mountain  Meadows  massacre  to 
do  with  iti' 

"  You  know  that  orders  were  given  that  all  those  vile  wretches 
who  composed  that  band  of  emigrants,  who  had  poisoned  our 
springs,  cursed  our  church  and  our  good  and  holy  men,  were  to 
perish  by  the  sword  which  they  had  invoked?" 

"Oh.  yes,  I  remember  well  enough;  you  wanted  to  plunder 
the  emigrants,  for  they  were  well  fixed  with  a  big  train,  and  so 
you  called  down  the  '  vengeance  of  the  Lord '  upon  them." 

Again  the  elder  winced,  for  this  truth  was  not  at  all  palatable. 
"  The  word  went  forth  that  all  must  die — that  none  must 
..tell  the  tale,      *b~  r*~L  'V1  have  been  only  too 

glad' to  have  made  our  holy  vengeance  an  excu 
os,"  Bi  ldemar.  continued,  never  taking  the  lea 
unpleasant  words  of  the  heartloss  Danite  leader. 
"  Well,  what  has  all  this  got  to  do  with  me?" 
"John  Clark,  you  spared  one  of  the  emigrant 
enabled  the  party  to  escape  the  slaughter,  and  that  j 
to  bear  witness  to  the  whole  affair — to  denounce  tho  . 
part  in  it— is  now  in  the  neighborhood  of  Corinne." 

A  deathlike  silence  had  fallen  upon  the  little  grtt 
listened  to  the  words  of  the  elder.  Times  had  chanh  x  tTeatly 
since  the  day  of  that  terrible  tragedy.  No  more  did  the  Mormon 
leaders  lord  it  over  Utah,  and  defy  the  power  of  the  United 
States  government.  The  strong  arm  which  had  beaten  down  tho 
great  rebellion  was  not  to  be  wantonly  affronted,  although  these 
chiefs  of  Zion  boasted  the  power  of  heaven  at  their  backs. 

Lee,  the  principal  leader  at  the  massacre,  had  fled  for  his  life, 
and  under  another  name  was  hiding  among  the  almost  inaccessi- 
ble mountains  in  southern  Utah,  it  was  said. 

The  Mormon  leaders  had  done  their  best  to  destroy  all  traces 
of  their  connection  with  the  slaughter,  for,  with  the  near 
approach  of  the  railroad,  and  from  the  number  of  Gentiles— as 
the  Mormons  name  all  non-believers  in  their  faith— who  had 
poured  into  Utah,  the  day  for  open  resistance  had  gone  by. 

Great  was  the  wonder,  then,  of  the  Danites  as  they  listened  te 
the  accusation. 

"It  is  false!"  cried  John  Clark,  promptly;  "and  whoever 
says  it,  lies!  Do  you  think  that  I  am  a  fool  to  run  my  own  ruth 
into  a  halter?  Who  makes  the  charge,  elder?  I  demand  to  be 
confronted  with  my  accuser!" 

*  There  is  no  actual  accuser,  Clark,"  Biddeman  replied.  1  nf 
report  comes  from  secret  information.'' 

"  Some  spy  with  a  grudge  against  me;  but  I'll  make  it  hot  tor 
him  if  I  find  out  who  it  is!"  And  those  who  knew  John  Clark 
well,  knew  that  the  Duke  of  Corinne  rarely  indulged  in  idle 
boasts. 

"  You  deny  the  fact?" 

"Yes,  a  thousand  times!"  the  Danite  cried  fiercely,  "'t  is  a 
lie!" 

"Clark,  you  are  too  wise  a  man  to  trifle  with  us,  I  should 
hope,"  the  Mormon  elder  observed,  slowly,  "and  therefore  I  am 
willing  to  take  your  word  in  this  matter,  particularly  as  we  need 
your  aid  just  now  in  a  certain  matter." 

"  Go  ahead;  I'm  your  man  as  long  as  you  pay." 

"  There's  a  chap  in  Corinne  who  has  made  a  good  deal  of 
trouble  for  some  of  our  best  men.  He  curses  the  Saints  up  hill 
and  down  whenever  he  gets  a  chance;  says  that  our  Prophet 
is  a  fraud^  makes  love  to  our  Mormon  girls,  and  acts  generaMr 
in  a  manner  which  is  extremely  unpleasant  to  us.  We  want  **• 
mouth  stopped." 

"  His  name?"  the  Danite  asked. 

"GoH  Dau!" 

"  Wb  "   wi,  abruptly. »  ■» 


Gold 
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"  Dead!  Well,  that  settles  the  wildest  Gentile  devil  in  Utah; 
hot  it  must  be  proved  1" 

"  Oh,  no  mistake!  killed  in  an  Injun  fight  on  the  Montana 
trail.  I  heard  one  of  the  pilgrims  who  escaped  tell  the  story. 
Gold  Dan  was  the  first  man  down,  shot  plum  through  the  fore- 
head with  a  rifle-ball." 

"  Our  information  is  incorrect,  then,  for  we  were  told  that  he 
had  returned  to  Corinne." 

"His  ghost  may  be  waltzing  round,  but  the  chap  himself 
passed  in  his  checks  a  month  ago. » 

"  Well,  that  settles  it,  then;  and  now  another  bit  of  business," 
the  Mormon  continued.  "  Somebody  is  prospecting  for  gold  or 
tilTer  in  the  rough  lands  north-east  of  Corinne;  it  must  be  put  a 
•top  to;  we  don't  want  any  more  miners  in  Utah;  ttiere's 
enough  here  already.    Keep  a  watch,  and  drive  the  party  off." 

"All  right;  I'll  attend  to  it,"  Clark  promised. 

♦'That  is  all,  then,  at  present.  Good-by,  boys;  keep  your  eye» 
about  you,  and  don't  allow  these  Gentiles  to  crow  too  loudly  in 
Corinne.  This  railroad  ain't  going  to  burst  up  our  church ;  the 
Prophet  says  it  must  be  a  cursed  poor  religion  that  can't  stand 
one  railroad." 

The  ruffians  chuckled,  and  the  elder  strode  away  toward  his 
boat,  which  was  pulled  up  on  the  shores  of  a  little  cove  in  the 
north  east  part  of  the  island.  He  was  followed  by  the  Danite 
chief. 

The  Mormon  shoved  his  boat  into  the  water,  and  then,  with 
his  foot  upon  the  prow  to  retain  it  in  position,  turned  to  address 
the  outlaw. 

"  By  tne  way,  John,  I've  got  a  little  bit  ot  private  business 
which  I  wish  you  to  fix  for  me." 
"  All  right;  what  is  it?" 

"I've  had  a  revelation,"  and  the  canting  scoundrel  rolled  hi* 
eyes  upward,  piously,  "  and  that  revelation  commands  me  to 
take  to  wife  that  little  Polly  Pickles,  who  lives  on  Bear  river 
Just  below  the  town  of  Corinne — the  female  doctor,  you  know?" 

A  peculiar  look  passed  over  the  dark  face  of  the  outlaw,  but  as 
bis  features  were  in  the  shadow  the  Mormon  elder  did  not  observe 

i 

"Why,  elder,  you've  got  five  wives  already  I" 

"It  is  not  good  for  man  to  be  alone,  John;  besides  this  little 
feing  is  young  and  innocent:  pert  and  pretty — just  suits  me,  in 
hot." 

"  She's  only  a  child,  elder — a  mere  girL" 

"  Sixteen,  John;  quite  old  enough.  You  must  manage  the 
affair  for  me;  I  don't  think  that  the  little  thing  will  take  kindly 
to  the  idea;  a  little  gentle  force  may  have  to  be  used.  Think 
the  matter  over;  there's  no  hurry,  you  know." 

"  Yes,  I'll  attend  to  it;  but  one  last  word,  elder,"  he  said,  as 
the  Mormon  got  into  the  skiff  and  took  up  the  oars.  "  Who 
BB-r   *he  inforn>'*J-     1  ~  1 

*if, 
-a,  and  it 

.  us  I" 

.  mio  -ue  moonlit  lake,  while  the 
„  arms,  watched  the  villainous  elder — a  pecu- 
...  u|>on  hie  dark  face. 


CHAPTER  III 

THE  FUGITIVE*. 

"The  elder  is  well  served,"  the  Danite  muttered,  "tat  how  ji 
the  fiend's  name  did  it  get  out?" 

For  quite  a  while  the  outlaw  pondered  upon  the  question  he 
had  asked,  watching  the  while  the  rapidly-receding  skiff. 

"I  give  it  upl"  he  exclaimed  at  last.  "  It's  too  much  for  me, 
bat  I  must  cover  up  the  trail  at  once.  Curse  the  meddling  spy, 
whoever  he  ist  If  I  run  across  him,  there'll  be  one  rogue  the  less 
in  the  world!" 

And  with  this  observation  the  leader  turned  moodily  away 
and  rejoined  the  men  grouped  around  the  camp-fire. 

"Nothing  more  to-night,  boys,"  he  said,  as  he  joined  the  cir- 
cle, "  so  you  can  turn  in  as  soon  as  you  like.  I  want  six  or  eight 
of  you  to-morrow  night  in  Corinne.  Just  stroll  carelessly 
around  the  town  and  keep  your  eyes  on  me." 

"Is  it  Gold  Dan  yer  afther?"  asked  one  of  the  gang,  whose 
"sweet"  brogue  plainly  betrayed  that  the  south  of  Ireland 
claimed  him  for  a  son. 

"  Perhaps,"  the  Danite  leader  replied. 

"  I  tell  yer  he's  dead,  Cap'!"  the  red-headed  outlaw  exclaimed. 
"The  pilgrim  told  a  good  square  story;  the  furst  man  down  was 
Dan,  with  a  bullet  plum  through  the  forehead." 

"In  that  case,  then,  he  won't  trouble  us  much,"  the  Danite 
s^imly  concluded.  "Well,  so-long,  boys;  I'm  off.  To-morrow 
night  in  Corinne,  remember.  Don't  excite  remark  by  sticking 
together,  but  just  scatter  about  the  town  and  at  the  first  sign  of 
trouble  be  on  hand." 

A  chorus  of  "all  rights"  answered  the  leader's  speech;  and 
then  the  Danite  departed. 

A  light  skiff  upon  the  shore  gave  him  passage  to  the  main,  and 
then,  drawing  the  boat  from  the  water,  he  carefully  concealed  it 
in  the  underbrush,  although  there  was  very  little  danger  of  any 
one  troubling  it,  for  it  was  rare  that  human  footsteps  pressed  the 
candy  margin  of  the  saline  lake. 

The  boat  concealed,  the  Danite  struck  off  to  the  north-east, 
following  a  little  trail  which  wound  over  the  rough  surface  of 
the  broken  country. 

The  trail  was  so  dimly  defined  that  it  would  have  puzzled  the 
<res  of  an  Indian  tracker  to  have  followed  it,  and  yet  the  dark* 


faced  outlaw  pushed  on,  newer  hesitating  in  the  least;  thas 
plainly  indicating  that  the  way  was  familiar  to  him. 

A  good  half-hour's  walk  from  the  shores  of  the  lake,  and  the 
Danite  crossed  the  main  road  southward  leading  to  Ogden ;  thence 
to  Salt  Lake,  and  then,  a  short  half-mile  east  of  the  main  trail,  up 
amid  the  spurs  of  the  Wahsatch  mountains,  in  a  lonely  glen,  from 
whence  a  fine  view  of  the  surrounding  country  for  miles  around 
could  be  had.  The  outlaw  halted  in  front  of  a  small  log  hut, 
stoutly  framed,  with  loopholes  for  musketry  in  the  walls,  and 
placed  directly  against  the  almost  perpendicular  side  of  the 
mountain. 

This  was  the  home  of  the  desperate  Danite  leader,  the  outlaw's 
retreat. 

Alone,  a  single  man  might  hold  it  against  a  hundred  while  his 
ammunition  held  out  and  he  was  well  provisioned.  Thirst  he 
need  not  fear,  for  a  living  spring  gushed  forth  from  the  foot  of 
the  rock  just  inside  the  cabin,  and  then,  flowing  under  the 
wall,  found  its  way  down  the  hillside  to  the  Weber  river. 

And  so  cunningly  had  this  desperate  man,  who  expected  to 
meet  a  foe  in  every  living  creature,  pitched  his  camp,  that  even 
if  the  door  of  the  cabin  was  carried  by  direct  assault  — the  only 
possible  way  to  gain  an  entrance  to  the  fortress,  for  the  wooden 
roof  was  covered  with  clay,  carefully  packed  on  the  logs  so  as 
to  be  completely  fireproof — successful  resistance  could  still  be 
offered,  for  within  the  hut  an  arched  tunnel  had  been  skillfully 
run  into  the  side  of  the  mountain,  the  entrance  guarded  by  stout 
logs,  with  just  room  enough  in  the  center  for  a  single  man  to 
pass. 

It  was  plain  that  the  foe  who  attempted  to  take  the  Destroyer 
in  his  den  might  far  better  hope  to  conquer  the  African  lion  free 
in  his  native  woods. 

The  outlaw  unlocked  the  heavy  padlock,  which,  in  connection 
with  a  massive  chain,  fastened  the  door,  and  entered  the  cabin. 
All  was  dark,  except  that  from  the  cavern  in  the  side  of  the 
mountain  a  ray  of  light  streamed  forth,  stealing  through  the  log 
piling  and  the  tattered  blanket  which  marked  the  narrow  door- 
way. 

Passing  through  the  aperture,  Clark  found  himself  within  tb* 
cavern's  center. 

Five  or  six  feet  wide  only  at  the  doorway,  the  cavity  widened 
out  into  a  room  ten  or  twelve  feet  square,  and  then  again  con- 
tracted into  a  narrow,  tunnel-like  passage  winding  into  the  bosom 
of  the  mountain. 

This  passage  was  plunged  in  utter  darkness,  turning  as  it  did 
abruptly  to  the  right,  so  that  its  length  could  not  be  ascertained 
without  an  examination. 

A  single  candle  stuck  in  a  hollow  of  the  wall  dimly  Ulumlnated 
this  strange  apartment. 

Two  occupants   had  this  secure  retreat  when  o»«*W«# 

Crouched  upon  a  rock,  just  under  the  candle,  was  a  man  smok- 
ing— a  stoutly-built  fellow  dressed  in  shabby  garments,  and  with 
a  face  as  dark  as  an  Indian's;  his  hair,  too, was  arranged  savage 
fashion,  clipped  short  across  the  front  as  though  severed  by  the 
sharp  edge  of  a  bowie-knife,  and  flowing  down  long  upon  his 
6houlders  behind.  No  Indian,  though,  was  the  man,  for  a  short, 
black  beard  covered  the  chin. 

The  other  occupant  of  the  room  was  a  boy  some  fifteen  or 
sixteen  years  of  age — a  fragile,  delicate-looking  lad,  dressed 
poorly  like  the  other,  very  dark  in  face  and  with  his  jet-black 
hair  cut  tight  to  his  head.  He  was  sound  asleep  on  a  buffalo- 
robe  spread  upon  the  floor. 

N«  t  long  for  this  world  was  the  lad,  to  judge  from  the  face  and 
the  fragile  form. 

"Asleep?"  asked  the  Daaite,  glancing  at  the  boy  as  he  entered 
the  room. 

"Yes." 

"So  much  the  better;  for  I've  something  important  to  say  to 
you." 

The  man  removed  the  cigar  from  bis  mouth  and  looked  anxi- 
ously at  the  Danite. 

"You  must  get  out;  your  presence  here  has  either  been  dis- 
covered or  else  it  is  shrewdly  suspected.  One  of  the  Mormon 
elders  accused  me  to-night  of  sheltering  a  survivor  of  the 
Mountain  Meadows  massacre." 

"  The  Mountain  Meadows  massacre  1"  the  man  exclaimed. 

"  Yes;  no  need  for  you  to  say  a  word  about  it,"  the  outlaw 
continued,  quickly.  "  I  ask  you  no  questions,  and  you  need  not 
volunteer  any  information.  Suffice  it  that  you  have  a  claim 
upon  me  which  I  respect;  my  home,  my  money,  my  influence 
are  yours  as  long  as  you  demand  them,  but  for  the  present,  since 
it  is  known  that  you  are  here,  it  is  better  that  you  should  get  out. 
I  am  pretty  sure  that  no  one  has  recognized  you,  so  that  in 
Corinne  no  one  will  be  able  to  pick  you  out  as  the  man  who 
enjoyed  John  Clark's  hospitality.  Strangers  are  pouring  into 
the  town  every  day.  You  had  better  open  a  little  store,  cigars 
and  notions,  or  something  of  that  kind;  no  one  will  be  apt  to 
suspect  you.  If  you  need  money,  mine  is  at  your  service.  At 
any  rate  you  must  not  remain  here.  I  am  liable  to  be  visited  by 
the  Mormon  elder  at  any  time,  and  you  know  what  the  Mor- 
mons are,"  and  as  the  Danite  finished  he  nodded  toward  the  boy. 

"You  have  discovered,  then?"  the  man  said,  slowly. 

"I'm  not  blind." 

"  Well,  I'll  go,  although  I  would  prefer  to  hide  away  from  ail 
the  world.  I  fear  that,  in  spite  of  my  precautions  the  man  I 
dread  will  find  me  out." 

"Who  and  what  is  he!" 

"A  man  who  lives  by  his  wits — Richard  Velvet  he  cell* 
himself,  though  they  say  he  has  another  name,  but  be  is  generaJlj 
known  as  Velvet  Hand." 

"  An  odd  name." 
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Dime  Library. 


"  Yes,  be  ii  no  common  man.   I  believe  that  if  I  went  to  the 

#cd  of  the  earth  he  would  find  me." 

"  If  he  comes  do  Corinne  point  him  out  to  me  and  I'll  soon 
settle  him  for  you,"  the  Danite  observed,  carelessly.  "  I  run  that 
town,  and  there's  no  ten  or  twenty  men  in  it  that  dare  to  even 
crook  their  finger  when  John  Clark  takes  the  war-path." 

"Good!  then  in  Corinne  I'll  hide,  and  if  this  man  comes!"  the 
■Granger  cried,  eagerly. 

"Be  won't  trouble  jou  but  once,"  the  outlaw  remarked. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

AS  UNEXPECTED  GREETING. 

Quite  a  lively  place  was  the  "city  "  of  Corinne  now  that  the 
grading  parties  of  tho  trans-continental  railway  had  reached  the 
neighborhood.  And  where  the  sons  of  toil  congregate,  thither, 
too,  come  the  birds  of  prey — the  liquor-dealers,  the  gamblers, 
the  dance-house  belles,  rogues  and  rascals  of  every  grade,  every 
age  and  sex. 

Like  a  mushroom  the  uity  of  Corinne  had  sprung  into  exis- 
tence almost  in  a  night. 

No  miracle  Aladdin's  palace  to  the  followers  of  the  iron  way 
across  the  continent;  a  "oity"  of  tents  and  shanties  sprung 
into  life  and  being  every  time  the  railroad  army  halted  to  take 
breath. 

First,  the  ban  an,  treeless  prairie  covered  with  sage-brush 
and  flecked  with  alkali;  then  the  prospecting  gang  of  graders, 
and,  then,  presto!  a  city  of  a  thousand  souls  almost  in  a  breath. 

Debatable  ground  was  Corinne;  first  a  little  Mormon  settle- 
ment, a  scattered  house  here  and  there  along  the  banks  of  the 
river;  but  with  the  sudden  rise  to  the  dignity  of  a  "city"  of 
hotels,  saloons,  dance-houses,  and  gaming  dens,  interspersed  with 
a  few  stores  now  and  then,  the  vast  rush  of  the  outside  barbari- 
ans— the  "Gentiies" — stiflpd  the  Mormon  influence  so  that  it 
amounted  to  very  little,  although  the  "  Saints  "  strove  hard  to 
retain  control  over  the  motley  denizens  of  the  mushroom  town. 

At  tht>  time  of  which  we  write,  although  numbering  over  a 
thousand  souls,  Corinne  was  utterly  without  any  local  govern- 
ment, although  with  that  peculiar  instinct,  so  natural  to  the 
Anglo-Saxon  breast,  the  inhabitants  had  talked  about  organizing 
a  regular  government  and  electing  the  proper  officers  to  run  the 
thing;  but  as  this  had  not  yst  been  done,  each  inhabitant  was  a 
law  unto  himself. 

One  could  never  have  told  though  from  the  appearance  of  the 
town  that  the  lively  city  was  "  running  "  itself,  for  there  were 
f»w  brawls,  considering  the  number  of  rough  and  violent  men 

strained  by  the  stern  control  of  law's  powerful  hand. 

But  then,  every  man,  nearly,  carried  arms,  was  ready  to  use 
them,  too,  and  everybody  knew  it;  a  quarrel  meant  "business," 
and  lew  of  the  roughs  even  v\  ere  anxious  for  sudden  death. 

Still  the  desperadoes  would  fight  among  themselves,  would  kill 
aach  other;  there  was  "a  man  tor  breakfast"  every  now  and 
then;  but  it  was  rare  that  a  peaceable  citizen,  minding  his  own 
ousiness,  was  interfered  with,  and  so,  upon  the  whole,  for  so 
Brisk  a  place,  Corinne  had  reason  to  boast  of  the  good  order 
which  generally  prevailed  within  its  limits. 

Built  after  the  usual  fashion  of  railway  towns,  nearly  all  of 
the  buildings  being  strung  along  a  single  street,  through  the 
center  of  which  the  railway  ran,  it  would  not  have  taken  a  stran- 
ger long  to  "  do  "  the  town. 

As  we  have  said,  every  other  house  was  either  a  hotel,  a 
saloon,  a  dance-house  or  a  gaming  den,  and  sometimes  all  four 
collected  together  in  one  building,  as  was  notably  the  case  with  a 
palatial  establishment — palatial  lor  the  frontier — which  displayed 
as  its  sign  a  turreted  stone  building  with  flags  flying,  and  over  it 
the  inscription: 

The  Castle  of  Durango. 
Here,  under  one  roof  was  a  hotel,  a  saloon,  a  dance-house  and  a 
gambling  hell. 

The  Castle  of  Durango  was,  by  a  long  chalk — to  use  the  com- 
mon expression — far  ahead  of  anything  else  in  the  city  of  Cor- 
inne. 

It  was  the  best  hotel  in  the  town,  kept  the  best  liquors  in  its 
saloon,  boasted  the  prettiest  girls  in  its  dance-house,  and  ran  the 
squarest  and  largest  game  in  its  apartment  sacred  to  the  goddess 

Fortune. 

Michael  Castana,  a  tall,  broad-shouldered  Mexican,  of  middle 
*ge,  kept  the  place,  assisted  by  a  woman  whom  he  called  his 
jister,  and  whose  fame  extended  far  and  wide. 

Katherine  Castana — Kate  of  Durango,  as  she  was  generally 
termed — was  no  common  girl. 

Tall  and  queenly  in  stature,  superbly  formed,  with  a  figure  that 
would  have  excited  the  admiration  of  the  old-time  sculptor  who 
jarved  the  Roman  Venus;  a  face,  pure  Spanish  in  its  type,  and 
as  fair  as  had  ever  sat  upon  the  shoulders  of  a  Castilian  maid; 
•yes  black  as  night  and  as  lustrous  as  the  sun-kissed  waters  of 
•he  arrowy  Guadalquiver,  Hispania's  fairest  river;  lips  red  as  the 
eactus  flower  of  the  Mexican  desert  and  formed  after  the  arch  of 
Cupid's  bow;  hair  soft  as  finest  silk,  and  shining  in  its  jetty  black- 
ness like  the  wild  cherry's  coat,  gathered  in  a  simple  knot  at  the 
back  of  the  head  and  held  in  place  by  a  gold-handled  dagger,  the 
blade  Toledo  steel,  that  boasted  the  ice-brook's  temper,  she  was 
indeed  a  wondrous  maid! 

And  this  superb  creature,  as  fair  as  ever  painter  dreamed  of, 
a*  perfect  as  ever  sculptor  wished  for,  was  simply  and  purely  a 
female  gambler. 

Queen  vt  Mont*  she  was  called,  and  over  the  earded  table  she 
presided  in  the  gambling  den  situated  in  the  right  wing  of 
"The  Oawle  oT  Durango." 


Great  attraction  was  she,  too,  for  many  a  dollar  was  risked 

in  the  saloon  simply  because  the  owner  desi.  ed  to  feast  his  eyas 
upon  the  beautiful  face  of  the  Monte  Queen. 

Fair  as  Diana,  the  fabled  goddess,  was  she;  and  as  chaste, 
too,  for  no  living  man  could  boast  of  favors  received  from 
Durango  Kate. 

A  charming  smile  and  a  pleasant  word  for  all — but  no  more, 
and  so  strong  the  influence  of  her  proud  way  that  the  worst 
ruffian  in  the  town  hesitated  to  provoke  her  wrath. 

'Twas  said,  too,  that  the  dagger  in  her  hair  was  no  child's  toy, 
but  was  a  poisoned  weapon,  the  merest  scratch  of  which  would 
bring  certain  death,  and  that  she,  if  affronted,  would  not  hesitate 
to  use  it. 

And  now,  having  described  this  strange  flower,  who  seems  to 
bloom  with  grace  and  purity  in  this  hotbed  of  vfce,  we  will  look 
in  upon  her  at  the  hour  of  nine  at  night  as  she  holds  her  court 
in  the  gambling  saloon. 

The  place  is  full  of  people;  'tis  the  common  resort  of  the  men 
of  the  town  after  nightfall  to  hear  the  news  and  talk  over 
past  events.  No  one  is  pressed  to  either  play  or  drink;  the  place 
is  as  free  to  the  looker-on  as  to  the  man  who  desires  to  spend 
money. 

Katherine,  reclining  in  a  richly-cushioned  arm-chair,  just 
back  of  the  monte-table,  over  which  an  assistant  was  now 
presiding,  was  smoking  a  dainty  cigarette,  the  one  peculiar 
weakness  of  the  Spanish-Mexican  dame,  and  chatting  with  the 
frequenters  of  the  saloon  as  they  sauntered  by. 

There  was  very  little  playing  going  on  at  present;  gambling 
In  earnest  rarely  commenced  until  after  ten.  The  occupants  of 
the  room  were  conversing  together  and  watching  the  new- 
comers, and  as  nearly  every  eye  was  fixed  upon  the  door,  the 
entrance ,  of  a  man,  peculiar  both  in  face  and  dress,  at  once 
excited  general  attention. 

He  was  just  a  little  above  the  medium  hight,  splendid!?  built,  j 
dressed  in  a  full  suit  of  buck-skin,  wearing  upon  his  feet  the  , 
pointed  moccasins  of  the  Pawnee  tribe,  and  upon  his  head  th 
raccoon-cap  of  the  hunter,  the  snout  of  the  animal  projecting 
down  over  the  forehead,  the  bushy,  barred  tail  dangling  against 
the  neck,  behind;  keen  brown-black  eyes,  a  bronzed,  manly 
face,  the  chin  boasting  a  full  brown  beard,  the  hair,  dark 
brown  in  color,  pushed  back  behind  the  ears  and  reaching  clear 
to  the  shoulders,  and  we  have  the  pen  picture  of  the  new-comer. 

Men  in  deer-skin  were  common  enough  in  the  town  of  Corinne, 
and  yet  the  entrance  of  this  man  excited  general  amazement. 

Plenty  of  men  in  deer-skin,  but  no  trapper,  mule-driver  or 
Indian  guide  who  carried  upon  his  person  a  small  fortune  in  the 
shape  of  buttons  made  out  of  gold-pieces. 

Hundreds  of  dollars'  worth  of  the  precious  metal  at  least  hi 
~^<"i  unon  his  person  in  this  peculiar  way;  and  few  in  the  city 

~  ^  Dan.  the  wildest 
<Lki<riad  to  have  made  our  holy  vengeance  ui  KBBi 

*«M*iddemau  continued,  never  taking  th 
crowd  took  up  w.  k. 

individual  in  question,'  v»  ti«J  1  rue?" 

pletely  astonished  by  the  reception. 

And  the  good  folks  of  Corinne  were  aston-  ishea,  .  -  n 
good  authority  Gold  Dan  had  been  reported  slain  in  an  Inaian 
attack,  a  month  before,  on  the  Montana  trail,  yet  here  he  was, 
looking  about  the  same,  except  that  he  had  let  his  hair  and  beard 
grow. 

"Why,  I  heered  you  were  dead,  ole  man!"  one  of  the  crowd 

exclaimed. 

"Oh,  no;  I'm  alive,"  was  the  careless  reply,  but  it  was  plain 
from  the  way  he  looked  around  him  that  he  felt  ill  at  ease. 

"Dan,  I  want  to  speak  to  you!"  exclaimed  Kate,  abruptly, 
and  speaking  as  if  he  were  an  old  acquaintance. 

"  Certainly,"  the  man  responded,  and  at  once  made  his  way  to 
where  the  haughty  beauty  reclined  in  her  chair. 

"You  foolish  fellow!  don't  you  know  that  it  is  aa  much  ai 
your  life  is  worth  to  come  here?" 

"No;  why?  What  have  I  to  fear?"  Gold  Dan  asked,  appar 
ently  mystified,  and  yet  endeavoring  to  look  unconcerned. 

41  After  running  away  with  that  Mormon's  wife — fly  at  once— 
ah!  it  is  too  late!" 

John  Clark,  with  six  or  seven  other  Mormons,  at  that  instant 
sauntered  into  the  room 


CHAPTER  V. 

GOLD  DAN'S  MISDEED. 

"Too  late!  what  do  you  mean?"  and  perceiving  that  her 
glance  was  fixed  upon  the  door,  he  turned  his  head  and  looked 

in  that  direction. 

Clark  and  his  companions  had  advanced  to  the  bar,  which 
was  close  by  the  door,  and  had  called  for  drinks,  without  troub- 
ling themselves  to  look  around  the  room. 

"  Don't  you  see  the  Duke  of  Corinne?" 

"  And  who  is  it  that  rejoices  in  that  highsounding  appellation!" 
Dan  asked,  apparently  in  blissful  ignorance. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you?"  Kate  cried  in  astonishment; 
"you  know  John  Clark  well  enough!'' 

"Oh,  yes — certainly!"  Dau  responded,  quite  readily;  "but 
touching  this  Duke  of  Corinne  that  you  spoke  of — " 

"  Why,  that's  John  Clark!"  the  girl  returned,  am  axed.  "  Dont 
you  remember?" 

"  Oh  yes,  of  course,  now  that  you  6peak  of  it,"  the  man  con- 
fessed, with  seeming  indifference;  "  but  I've  such  a  poor  head  to 
remember  anything." 


Gold  Dan. 
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"Idcat  see  how  you  couid  possibly  forget  John  Clark,  and 
you've  only  been  away  about  four  months." 

The  girl  was  evidently  mystified,  hardly  knowing  what  to 
make  of  the  man. 

"  Four  months,  eh?"  Gold  Dan  remarked,  slowly  and  reflec- 
tively, "  and  I've  been  gone  I  our  months*" 

"Well,  you  ought  to  know;  but  you're  wasting  time;  why 
don't  you  escape  through  one  of  the  windowsl  They  have  not 
seen  you  yet." 

"  Who  do  you  mean?"  Dan  asked,  apparently  not  in  the  least 
alarmed,  "  Clark  and  his — " 
"His  Mormons  1" 

«  Oh,  that  party  that  came  in  are  all  Mormons,  ebf" 
Kate  stared  at  the  speaker  for  a  moment  in  utter  wonder. 
"  Why,  what  has  got  into  youf  You  know  every  man  of  them 
well  enough  1" 

"Do  I?  oh,  yes,  of  course;"  but  it  was  plain  the  speaker  was 
puttied. 

"  And  there  is  Bellman  Googer,  who  has  sworn  to  shoot  yot_*  on 
sight!" 

"  The  deuce  he  has!"  and  the  man  appeared  astonished  at  the 
Intelligence.  "  Will  you  have  the  kindness  to  point  him  ou*.  to 
me,  so  that  I  can  be  on  the  look-out  for  the  gentleman?" 

"Why,  you  know  him  as  well  as  you  know  me!"  was  Kate's 
quick  reply,  as  she  half-rose  from  her  seat. 

Dan  took  a  good  look  at  the  beautiful  face  of  the  girl,  and  then 
answered,  slowly: 

"  Yea,  I  suppose  I  do;  but  which  one  of  the  crowd  yonder  is 
her'  • 

"That  stout,  fat  man  with  the  big  boots,  drinking  champagne." 
"Oh,  yes,  I  see;  and  he's  going  to  kill  me  on  sight,  is  he?" 
"  Yes,  yo»  know  he  is.   Come !  don't  be  rash !    You  can  easily 
«ecape  through  one  of  "iiie  windows;  none  of  them  have  seen  you 
■  it  has  been  reported  that  you  were  killed  on  the  Montana 
i,  and  one  man  said  that  he  saw  you  dead,  with  a  bullet 
gh  the  brain.    Your  appearance  here  to-night  is  a  surprise 
8    -so  escape  now,  while  you  can  I" 

at  ~J   io,"  and  he  spoke  decidedly;  "  I'm  not  going  to  expose 
the  chance  of  having  a  hole  drilled  through  me  by  hop- 
8Pven   lgh  the  back  window.    If  I  had  dreamed  that  I  was  so 
wn  in  this  town,  I  would  have  kept  away  from  it." 
)  you  crazy?"  Kate  now  cried,  in  marked  astonishment. 
/bs,  I  believe  my  head  is  a  little  affected,"  Dan  responded. 
"  You  6ee  I  was  struck  by  a  ball  in  the  head,  and  that  has  proba- 
bly impaired  my  memory." 

"You  seem  strangely  forgetful!" 

"I  am;  the  fact  is,  miss,  I  don't  remember  any  more  about 
shone  men  than  if  I  had  never  been  in  this  town  before." 
«  You  are  joking!"  • 

^clwle  ne  flredr*  put  in  a  third. 
-    "Tt,*u  *  lie'"  howled  lh"  giant,  "and  I  kin  chaw  the  ear  right 
_  t        lt_    'i  list's  me,  bo  fee;  you  hear  me'  And 

aaimt  at  TOV  vittiary  cusaes  come  and  pull  my  hnir,  M)r* 

l\  .j  please  explain  at  once  what  I  have  done  to  this 
fat  Mormon,  so  that  I  may  be  prepared  for  him,  when  he  dis- 
covers me,  which  he  will  be  sure  to  do  after  he  gets  through 
drinking." 

"  You  ran  away  with  one  of  his  wives — his  fifth  wife,  the 
youngest  and  the  prettiest  of  them  all,  Mary-Jane  I" 

"  Oh,  I  run  off  with  Mary-Jane,  did  I?"  and  this  strange  man 
made  a  comical  face. 

"  Yes,  where  is  she  now?" 

"  Hang  me  if  I  know;  but  I  say,  is  there  anything  eise  that  I 
have  done — are  there  any  more,  men  around  Corinne,  that  yon 
know  of,  who  are  dying  to  take  my  scalp?" 

"  All  the  Mormons  hate  you!" 

"  Whyf 

"  You  know  well  enoughl  yon  call  them  names — say  that  their 
frophet  is  a  fraud — " 

"  And  so  he  is!"  he  cried,  abruptly.  "  In  that  particular  the 
Gold  Dan  of  the  present  exactly  agrees  with  the  Gold  Dan  of  the 
past." 

"You  will  stay,  then,  and  brave  the  danger)"  the  girl  asked, 
anxiously. 

"Yes;  I  reckon  from  the  manner  in  whirh  I  was  greeted  on 
my  entrance,  a  while  ago,  that  I  am  not  without  friends  in  this 
place." 

"  No  doubt  you  have  friends,  but  few  men  in  the  town  would 
care  to  take  your  part  if  John  Clark  takes  a  hand  in  the  game," 
Kate  answered  earnestly. 

"John  Clark?  That's  the  big  fellow  yonder,  the  Duke  of 
Corinne,  eh?" 

"  Yes — a  very  dangerous  man." 

"  He  runs  the  town?" 

•'  Yes,  no  five  or  ten  men  dare  to  stand  against  him.  He  is 
tme  chief  of  the  Danites — the  terrible  Destroying  Angels  that 
execute  the  vengeance  of  the  Mormon  leader.  He  is  said  to  have 
killed  over  fifty  men  with  his  own  hand." 

"A  terrible  fellow,  ain't  he?"  and  as  Gold  Dan  made  the 
remark,  with  his  keen,  cool  eyes  he  was  sarveying  the  propor- 
tions of  the  Mormon  leader,  but  there  was  no  look  of  apprehen- 
sion on  his  features. 

"  But  you  do  not  seem  to  fear  him,"  and  Kate  looked  into  the 
face  of  the  buckskin-clad  man  with  a  curious  gaze. 

"  Fear,  miss?  I  reckon  I  don't  know  the  moaning  of  the  word 
wnen  applied  to  a  human,"  he  answered,  quietly.  "  When  my 
time  oomes  IH  die,  and  not  before;  but  let  me  take  this  opportu- 
ity  t»  thstsdc  you  for  the  servios  you  have  rendered  me. 


Through  your  warning  I  am  prepared  for  my  enemies.    I  faacy 
that  Gold  Dan  must  hold  a  pretty  high  place  in  your  esteem." 
The  girl  laughed. 

"  You  and  English  Will  are  my  two  best  friends,  and  I  danl 
know  which  of  you  I  like  the  best,"  she  replied,  lightly. 

"English  Will?" 

"Yes,  he  is  the  captain  of  the  grading  gang  on  the  Union 

Pacific,  you  know.-' 

"  Oh,  yes,"  and  he  looked  around.    "  Is  he  here  to-nightf 

"Not  yet;  but  you  and  he  mustn't  quarrel,  mind!" 

"  No  fear  of  that,  for  I'm  the  mildest-mannered  man  in  the 
world,  if  people  let  me  alone." 

At  this  stage  in  the  conversation  there  was  a  sudden  movement 
among  the  Mormons  around  the  bar. 

All  those  within  the  room  who  knew  of  the  bad  blood  between 
ths  gold-dollared  plainsman  and  the  Mormons,  had  expected 
trouble  when  they  had  seen  the  latter  enter  the  apartment,  and 
now,  perceiving  the  sudden  commotion  in  the  saintly  group,  they 
understood  that  "  fun  "  was  at  hand. 

"Gold  Dan  here?  Wlmr  is  he,  the  infernal  scoundreir  the  fat 
tfcrmon  cried,  in  sudden  wrath. 
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"Look  out  for  yourself  I"  cried  the  girl  in  warning.  "It  to 
not  yet  too  late  for  you  to  escape!" 

"Escape!  only  to  be  taken  at  a  disadvantage  elsewhere!" 
replied  Dan.    "Oh,  no!  I  know  a  trick  worth  two  of  that!" 

"  But  you  are  unarmed  and  they  are  weaponed  to  the  teeth!" 

Apparently  Kates  remark  was  true,  for  no  sign  of  warlike 
implements  could  be  detected  upon  the  person  of  the  plainsman, 
but  he  only  laughed  carelessly,  and  before  he  could  make  reply, 
the  big  Mormon  made  a  movement  toward  him. 

Every  eye  in  the  room  was  turned  upon  the  scene,  while  there 
was  a  general  movement  of  the  bystanders  from  the  center  of  the 
apartment  to  the  shelter  of  the  side  walls.  There  was  trouble 
ahead  and  none  of  them  were  anxious  to  stop  a  bullet. 

The  Mormon,  Googer,  was  a  stout,  thick  set  man,  pretty  well 
in  flesh,  but  as  strong  apparently  as  an  elephant. 

With  the  approach  of  the  enraged  man  the  girl  had  arisen 
from  her  chair  and  wheeled  it  over  into  a  corner  of  the  room, 
and  then  leaning  over  the  back  calmly  surveyed  the  scene. 

The  high-back  chair  concealed  nearly  all  of  her  figure  from 
view;  therefore  no  one  ^vithin  the  room  si3«w*t'wI  **"*'     '  ' 

9r  womanly  liking  for  the  dashy  piaiusmau,  sne  naa  reso.«eo 
to  stand  tamely  by  and  see  him  slaughtered  in  cold  bloody 
b  taking  advantage  of  the  mask  of  the  chair,  had  drawn  the 
nty  silver-plated  revolver,  ever   her  constant  companion, 
puiled  back  the  hammer,  and  stood  ready  to  afford  immediate  aid 
to  the  assailed  man  if  he  should  stand  in  need  of  it,  which  seemed 
extremely  likely  from  the  way  things  were  going. 

Yet  the  girl  knew  full  well  that  to  attempt  to  brave  the 
Mormon  power,  or  step  between  the  terrible  Danites  and  their 
victims,  was  hazardous  in  the  extreme,  but  when  did  a  woman 
ever  hesitate  to  aid  the  man  she  fancied,  no  matter  how  great  the 
risk? 

A  sudden  silence  fell  upon  the  room  when  the  burly  polyga- 
mist  strode  toward  his  enemy. 

Gold  Dan  had  backed  quietly  against  the  wall  so  that  it 
Impossible  to  take  him  in  the  rear,  and  there,  cool  and  composed 
— the  most  careless  and  indifferent-looking  man  in  the  saloon — he 
awaited  the  assault. 

All  the  Mormons,  acting  apparently  by  Clark's  orders,  had 
placed  themselves  before  the  door,  which  was  atone  corner  of  the 
room,  so  as  to  cut  off  all  escape. 

Nearly  every  person  within  the  saloon  had  his  hand  upon  his 
weapon. 

No  love  was  lost  between  these  hardy  borderers  mia  the 
"saints,"  and  his  open  attempt  to  rule  Corinne  went  sorely 
against  their  grain;  and  more  than  one  huge-bearded,  flannel- 
shir  ted  giant  whispered  to  his  neighbor: 

"  Dog-gone  me  ef  he  shan't  have  a  fair  show  or  else  thar'll  be  • 
free  fight  1  These  Mormon  galoots  are  running  the  thing  toe 
fresh!" 

And  the  Danite,  John  Clark,  looking  around  upon  the  circle  of 
angry,  resolute  faces,  began  to  understand  that  the  day  had 
passed  when  the  crook  of  the  Mormon  finger  could  make  the 
men  of  Corinne  crouch  and  tremble. 

The  Danite  had  little  fear,  though,  as  to  the  result  of  the 
approaching  conflict.  The  plainsman  was,  apparently,  unarmed 
and  the  Mormon  husband,  burning  to  punish  the  successful  rival 
who  had  stolen  away  from  him  his  fifth  wife,  the  youngest  and 
fairest  of  them  all,  too,  had  no  thought  of  using  knife  or  pistol 
A  burly,  powerful  man,  strong  as  a  horse,  as  the  saying  is,  an 
Englishman  born  and  bred,  and  partial,  as  are  all  the  inhabitants 
of  the  "  tight  little  island,"  to  the  manly  art  of  self-defense,  hie 
sole  idea  was  to  give  the  destroyer  of  his  domestic  bliss  a  terri- 
ble thrashing. 

And  the  idea  that  the  gold-buttoned  plainsman  would  be  able 
to  offer  a  successful  resistance  never  for  one  moment  entered  the 
minds  of  the  Mormons. 

Gold  Dan  had  the  reputation  of  being  a  good  revolver-shot,  and 
tolerably  expert  with  'the  bowie-knife,  but  as  a  boxer  he  had 
never  distinguished  himself. 

The  almost  breathless  silence  was  broken  by  tne  harsh  voice  ol 
the  angry  "saint,"  who  had  now  approached  within  about  sis 
feet  of  the  plainsman,  and  stood  glaring  upon  hira, 

"  So  you've  come  back,  'ave  you?"  he  cried. 


6 


Dime  Library. 


"  Ok,  yes,  I*ve  got  back,"  Dan  answered  with  a  queer  smile  on 
ftis  face. 

•'  And  'ow  is  the  gal — curse  her!  'ow  is  she,  eh?"  the  Mormon 
■ried  in  wrath. 

"  Pretty  well,  I  thank  you;  how  are  you?" 

"Do  you  know  what  I'm  goin'  to  do  to  you?"  and  the  irate 
husband  menaced  his  destined  victim  with  his  huge  fist. 

"No;  I  haven't  the  slightest  idea." 

"  I'm  a-goin'  to  mash  that  pretty  face  of  yourn  so  that  Mary- 
Jane  won't  know  yer  when  you  go  back  to  her!" 

"  Well,  that  will  be  rough  on  Mary-Jane,  won't  itf 

"  I'll  jest  l'arn  you  how  to  come  foolin'  round  my  wives!" 

"  It's  to  be  a  fair  fight,  then?-'  and  the  plainsman  didn't  seem  to 
be  at  all  appalled  at  the  prospect. 

"  A  fight!"  cried  the  angry  Mormon  in  contempt.  "  No!  there 
won't  be  no  fight,  for  I'll  jest  mash  you  into  pancakes  the  furst 
lick!" 

'  Gentlemen!"  the  plainsman  exclaimed,  addressing  the  crowd 
at  large,  "  you  see  how  this  thing  is.  This  man  forces  the  quarrel 
on  me,  and  all  I  ask  is  a  fair  show.    Can  I  have  it?" 

An  emphatic  "  Yes  "  came  from  the  lips  of  nearly  every  man 
in  the  room,  despite  the  angry  looks  of  the  Mormon  gang. 

"That's  all  I  ask!"  Gold  Dan  cried,  "  and  now  then,  you  fat 
scoundrel,  proceed  to  mash!' 

"Oh  I'll  fix  yer!"  Googer  yelled,  as  he  made  a  blow  at  the 
smiling  face  before  him.  It  was  a  stroke  that  would  have  almost 
felled  an  ox. 

But,  like  the  lively  flea,  renowned  in  story,  Gold  Dan  wasn't 
"there;''  he  dexterously  dodged  the  blow  and  the  Mormon 
bruised  his  knuckles  against  the  wall,  splitting  the  board  clear 
in  twain;  but,  before  he  could  recover  himself,  the  plainsman, 
who  had  nimbly  slipped  under  his  arm,  had  him  round  the  mid- 
dle of  the  body,  raised  him  from  the  floor,  and  with  a  strength 
which  few  would  have  believed  possible,  pitched  the  burly 
"  saint "  headlong  to  the  other  end  of  the  room. 

Down  went  the  Morrmn,  all  in  a  heap,  with  a  concussion  that 
»'aook  the  very  house  to  its  foundations. 

A  long  breath  came  from  the  spectators,  who  had  anxiously 
watched  the  scene — a  breath  of  relief  that  the  Mormon  bruiser 
had  met  his  match. 

Then  Gold  Dan  quickly  stripped  off  his  gaudy  hunting  shirt  and 
tossed  it  to  the  Monte  Queen  to  hold,  rolled  up  the  sleeves  of  his 
flannel  shirt,  displaying  a  pair  of  arms,  wonderful  in  their  devel- 
opment; and,  too,  the  bystanders  saw  that  in  the  belt  that  girded 
in  his  supple  waist,  the  plainsman  carried  a  small  amenal  of 
offensive  weapons. 

ti,o  Mormon.  Derceiving  that  he  had  taken  no  easy  task  upon 
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tered  by  the  fall  and  his  right  hand  was  almost  useless,  injui 
by  the  terrible  blow  which  had  fallea  upon  the  wall. 

"Game,"  though,  was  the  Briton;  but  he  advanced  with  ca? 
toon,  determined  this  time  not  to  hold  his  antagonist  too  cheap! 

But  the  Mormon,  despite  his  boasting,  was  no  boxer,  as  wai 
■oon  apparent,  for,  after  a  few  passes,  the  plainsman  made  a 
desperate  lunge  with  his  left  hand  at  the  puffy  face  of  his  antag- 
onist; in  haste  the  Mormon  essayed  to  ward  the  blow,  and 
uncovering  himself  by  the  action,  gave  his  skillful  foe  a  chance  to 
plant  a  mo6t  terrific  right-hander  full  in  the  stomach,  just  above 
the  belt. 

The  blow  when  it  struck  sounded  like  a  vigorous  thump  given 
to  a  bass  drum,  and  with  a  howl  of  pain  the  Mormon  went  over 
flat  on  his  back,  knocked  completely  out  of  time. 

The  bystanders  roared — the  Mormons  excepted,  fo  they 
swore  fearfully.  This  was  the  most  ridiculous  fight  that  the 
town  of  Corinne  had  ever  seen. 

It  was  fully  five  minutes  before  the  bully  recovered. 

"So  more  fists  I   Give  me  a  pistol,  somebody!"  he  aria* 
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-QVn  me  a  pistol,  I  say!"  the  enraged  Mormon  voc-ir  erased, 
smarting  with  pain,  every  bone  in  his  body  aching,  the  result  of 
the  violent  concussion  with  the  floor. 

The  bystanders  had  watched  the  6cene  with  anxious  t,/es. 

Gold  Dan  was  pretty  well  known  in  the  town  of  Corinne,  having 
made  it  his  head-quarters  in  the  past,  when  in  from  scouting.  A 
prairie-guide  and  scout,  he  was  reputed  to  be  very  excellent  in 
bis  calling;  a  bold,  daring  fellow,  who  held  his  fife  at  a  pin's  fee; 
a  good  shot,  skillful  on  the  trail;  an  able  wielder  of  the  ponderous 
bowie-knife,  so  common  to  the  frontier;  but  not  a  man  within 
the  room  had  ever  imagined  that  the  plainsman  could  "  handle  " 
himself  so  well  in  a  fisticuff  match. 

No  mean  foe  was  the  brawny  Briton,  as  more  than  one  boast- 
ing borderer  had  found  to  his  cost,  and  yet  Gold  Dan  had  played 
with  him  as  though  he  were  but  a  child. 

Even  the  dark-faced  Danite  leader,  stern  John  Clark,  knitteo 
Us  brows  and  looked  with  wonder  upon  the  scout.  The  bold 
"  Duke  of  Corinne "  was  not  given  to  underrating  a  foe,  but 
•ven  in  his  highest  estimate  he  had  never  held  Gold  Dan  highly; 
bat  after  this  display  of  the  plainsman's  quality,  Gold  Dan  had 
ro-e  much  in  his  estimation;  therefore  the  Danite  attempted  to 
fastrain  the  bruised  and  beaten  Googer. 

"Don't  make  a  fool  of  yourself,  man!"  he  said  in  the  ear  of 
she  Mormon,  grasping  his  shoulder  with  his  strong  hand;  "  you've 
got  enough;  com*  away!' 

But  the  Briton  was  as  obstinate  as  a  mule. 

•I  Wat  ad  — tonghl  Blare*  oav  baves  if  I'm  going  to  give  It 


npsol    It's  *is  'eart's blood  I'm  arter  now!    Somebody  lend  me  a 

barker,  now — quick!"  he  cried. 

For  a  wonder  the  Mormon  was  not  armed. 

"  Who  wants  a  pistle?"  cried  a  loud,  hoarse  voice,  as  a  brawny, 
six-footer,  attired  in  a  red-flannel  shirt,  sadly  in  need  of  soap 
and  water,  rough  pantaloons  and  big  boots,  strode  into  the 
saloon.  A  shock  of  red  hair  covered  his  head,  the  frowsy  ends 
escaping  from  under  the  edge  of  the  well-worn,  high-crowned 
felt  hat  he  wore,  and  his  chin  was  hidden  by  a  bushy  red  beard. 
The  belt  that  girded  in  his  massive  waist  supported  a  whole 
arsenal  of  small  weapons. 

The  man  was  a  stranger  to  Corinnw,  and  all  within  the  room 
looked  at  him  with  astonishment 

"  Kin  I  believe  me  ears?"  the  stranger  sjaculated.  "  Do  I  hear 
a  free  American  citisen  a  cryin'  out  for  a  pistlef  Ware's  the 
man?  I  kin  gi'n  him  a  choice  of  ive'pons  all  the  way  from  a  jack 
ass  battery  down  to  a  pop-gun!" 

The  giant's  eyes  now  fell  upon  the  figure  of  Gold  Dan.  He 
gave  a  start,  brought  his  brawny  palm  down  upon  his  thigh  with 
a  slap  that  sounded  like  the  report  of  a  pistol.  "  Wa'al,  durmr^ 
old  cat's  left  hand  hoof!"  he  cried,  "  '  reckon  I've  seen  you  atoK, 
pilgrim  1  Shake!"  and  he  made  an  affectionate  rush  at  the  plains- 
man and  shook  hands  with  him  vigorously.  "It's  a  heap  of 
years  since  we  paddled  our  canoes  together!" 

"  Yes,  you  remember  me,  Gold  Dan,  eh?"  the  plainsman  replied, 
with  a  searching  glance  into  the  face  of  the  other. 

"Sartin,  in  course!  Why  I  knowed  you  was  my  antelope  the 
moment  I  set  eyes  on  you;  but,  I  say,  whar's  the  man  that  wai 
a-howling  for  u  pistle?"  % 

The  Mortons  h:  .uken  advantage  of  the  interruption,  afforded 
by  the  giant's  entrance,  to  gather  around  Googer  and  endeavor 
to  persuade  him  to  give  up  his  purpose  of  moetiug  the  ,  'ainsman 
in  a  pistol  encounter. 

"  You  fool!  he'll  settle  your  hash,  dead  sure!"  cried  one. 

"  "Sou  won't  stand  any  chance  at  all  1"  declared  another. 

"  He's  a  dead-shot!"  exclaimed  a  third. 

tut  they  might  as  well  have  talked  to  the  winds  as  far  a 
ducing  an  impression  was  concerned.    The  blood  of  tb 
Mormon  was  up  and  nothing  but  a  dnel  to  the  dea 
satisfy  him. 

A  fair  type  of  the  average  follower  of  the  Latter  Daj 
was  Googer — a  brutal,  ignorant  fellow,  with  very  little 
brains  than  a  bull  dog,  and  possessed  of  the  dogged  ferocity  Uic. 
Is  the  characteristic  of  that  brute. 

"I  want  a  revolver  and  I  don't  want  no  talk!"  he  cried 
bluntly.  "  I  reckon  that  I'm  as  good  a  shot  as  he  is,  or  hanj 
two  like  'iml" 

"  T>*  him  have  his  way,"  Clark  said,  contemptuously.    "  Give 
- J  h/»*.ter  n">ke  voul 
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thought  it  time  to  interfere. 

"Gentlemen,  let  me  sugges.  that  you  adjourn  to  V  ..I..  \  ne 
said,  in  his  quiet,  snaky  way.  "The  moon  is  bright— there  is 
plenty  of  light,  and  it  is  a  far  more  suitable  place." 

"Yes,  to  the  street!"  Clark  exclaimed;  "we  need  air  and 
room." 

And  then  the  Mormons  at  once  poured  through  the  door, 
taking  the  unwilling  Googer  with  them;  the  angry  Briton  hated 
for  an  instant  even  to  lose  sight  of  his  foe. 

"  And  was  that  the  'coon  that  wanted  the  pistle?"  the  red- 
shirted  giant  cried,  "and  he  wanted  it  for  to  slew  you  with? 
Wa'al,  durn  my  luck!  an'  I  was  a-gwine  to  lend  him  one  of  my 
pop-guns;  an'  he's  one  of  the  Mormons,  too,  I  reckon — tha 
cusses  that  wrastle  with  five  wives,  when  one  is  enuff  to  make  a 
mule  sick;  but  you  kin  salivate  him,  I  reckon." 

"I  can  try,"  the  plainsman  replied,  quietly. 

This  conversation  took  place  as  the  two  were  passing  through 
the  door,  following  the  lead  of  the  Mormons. 

The  moonlit  street  did  indeed  give  ample  scope  for  the  designs 
of  the  men  who  were  about  to  stand  up  opposite  to  each  otlnr  in 
mortal  encounter. 

All  the  men  within  the  saloon  had  marched  into  the  street 
anxious  to  behold  the  shooting  match,  and  even  the  dark-eyed 
Queen  of  Monte,  dashing  Kate  of  Durango,  through  the  open 
door  of  the  saloon  watched  the  proceedings  intently. 

The  Mormons  had  gone  up  the  street  two  or  three  hundred 
yards  and  were  clustered  together;  Gold  Dan  leaned  carelessly 
against  one  of  the  awning-posts  of  the  saloon  waiting  for  the  ball 
to  open. 

The  bystanders  generally  had  selected  positions  from  whenot 
a  full  view  of  the  fight  could  be  had  without  danger  of  stopping 
a  ball.  In  these  street  encounters  the  bystanders  are  generally 
exposed  to  about  as  much  peril  as  the  actual  duelists  them- 
selves. 

Long  John  Clark  left  the  Mormon  group  and  advanced  down 

the  street  to  where  the  plainsman  was  standing. 
"  Are  you  all  ready?"  he  asked, 
"  Yes,"  Gold  Dan  replied. 

"  So  is  the  party  yonder;  are  you  willing  that  I  shall  give  th« 

signal  for  the  thing  to  commence?" 
« I've  no  objection." 

"Til  do  the  square  thing,  you  may  depend  upon  it;  you're 
almost  a  stranger  to  me,  and  maybe  I'm  the  same  to  you,  but  i 
reckon  that  there  isn't  a  human  on  top  of  this  earth  that  can  say 
that  John  Clark  ever  took  a  mean  advantage  of  the  man  that 
trusted  him.    I'm  no  friend  to  you,  stranger,  and  I  shouldn't  be 
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sorry  to  see  you  get  the  worst  of  it,  but  you  shall  have  a  fair 

■how  as  far  as  this  fight  is  "oiirerned." 

"  That's  all  I  ask,"  the  plainsman  replied,  quickly,  "  and  as  to 
your  friendship  or  hatred,  I  despise  the  one  and  laugh  at  the 
other.  This  fool  forced  the  quarrel  on  me  and  yet  I  don't  seek 
his  life,  although  the  moment  he  get's  within  the  range  of  my 
revolver,  I  reckon  I  shall  hold  the  fee  simple  of  it.  But,  go 
ahead  with  your  bird's  egging;  I'm  ready  for  you." 

"I'll  take  a  position  midway  between  you  two,"  Clark  said,  a 
scowl  upon  his  dark  face,  caused  by  the  bold  words  of  the  scout 
"At  the  word  'one,'  you  will  step  out  into  the  middle  of  the 
Btreet,  at  '  two'  advance  and  open  fire." 

"All  right,  go  ahead!" 

"  Clark  turned  upon  his  heel  and  walked  up  the  street  about  a 
hundred  yards,  retired  to  the  side  of  the  road,  and  with  his 
strong,  clear  voice  gave  the  first  signal: 

"One!" 

The  Wo  wtagonists  stepped  out  into  the  middle  of  the  street, 
aM  f Vi  ',ame  a  sudden  shot,  followed  by  the  cry  of  a  mortally 
ww<»  JtS.  r j6.il 


CHAPTER  VIIL 

ASSASSINATION. 

A  shot  waking  the  echoes  of  the  night,  a  terrible  yell  of 
mortal  agonv,  and  a  poor  stricken  man  down  flat  on  his  face  in 
the  dust,  groaning  with  pain. 

It  was  the  Mormon  Googer!  and  the  moan  of  pain  from  his 
lips  was  answered  by  a  cry  of  rage  from  Long  John  Clark's 
throat,  and  then,  in  a  twinkling,  his  revolver  glistened  in  his 
band. 

"You  villain!  you  fired  before  the  time!"  he  yelled,  deliber- 
ately drawing  back  the  hammer  of  the  revolver  and  taking  aim 
at  Gold  Dan's  breast. 

The  Danite's  eyes  ha  J  been  fixed  upon  Googer  when  he  had 
given  the  signal.  He  mistrusted  the  Mormon's  ability  to  cope 
with  the  plainsman,  and  naturally  looked  to  see  how  he  carried 
himself,  so  he  really  did  not  see  Dan  fire  the  shot. 

"No,  by  Heaven,  I  did  not!"  Gold  Dan  cried,  earnestly.  "I 
havo  not  pulled  a  trigger!" 

"It's  a  sure  enough  fact!"  shouted  the  red-shirted  giant,  "and 
the  man  wot  says  he  did  slaps  my  face  and  insults  the  man 
\  board  with  I" 

"Yes,  he  did  fire!"  one  of  the  Mormons  exclaimed  in  answer. 
"  I  saw  him  tire,  the  murtherin'  villa>nl"  cried  another  of  the 
Ut  Lake  Rang,  <^      (K"?ei>|te  Allayed  the  son  of  the 

Emerald  rm& 

"  'Course  ne  fired  1"  put  in  a  third. 

44 It's  a  lie!"  howled  the  giant,  "and  I  kin  chaw  the  ear  right 
off  the  man  that  says  it.  That's  me,  bofee;  you  hear  me?  And 
now  some  of  you  ornery  cusses  come  and  pull  my  hair,  for  the 
love  of  Heaven!  Whoop — yow-yow — whoop  la!"  And  the  ecceu- 
tric  individual  executed  a  war-dance  in  the  middle  of  the  street. 

The  Danite  leader  felt  a  strong  disposition  to  put  a  ball 

-ough  the  heart  of  the  capering  Hnrcules,  and  so  end  his  fun, 
by  a  6trong  effort  he  resisted  the  impulse  He  had  his 
Iver  leveled  at  the  breast  of  thf>  plainsman,  but  he  saw  that 
Goid  Dan  was  ready  for  him,  and  a.*i  *;his  sort  of  game.  Jack  was 
likely  to  be  as  good  as  his  master.  Besides,  Clark  was  really 
puzzled;  he  had  not  seen  Gold  Dan  fire  the  shot,  although  of 
course  he  felt  certain  that  he  did  do  so,  and  yet  he  could  no* 
detect  the  clinging  smoke-wreath  which  generally  hovers  around 
the  barrel  of  a  weapon  for  a  moment  after  a  discharge. 

"You  had  better  hold  your  yaupl"  the  Danite  said,  sternly. 
"  This  quarrel  does  not  concern  you  in  the  least.  Is  he  badly 
hurt?"  he  asked  of  the  men  of  his  gang  who  had  sprung  forward 
to  assist  the  wounded  man. 

Googer,  even  in  his  agony  of  pain,  recognized  the  voice  and 
understood  the  speech  of  the  Danite. 

"  Oh,  I'm  done  for,"  he  muttered;  "he's  plugged  me  right  in 
atween  the  ribs,  an'  he  never  give  me  no  chance  to  fire  at  'im." 

"  You  foul  murderer!  Do  you  hear  the  words  of  your  victim?" 
Clark  cried,  sternly. 

"By  Heaven  I  did  not  fire!"  Dan  replied,  utterly  astonished  by 
the  strange  turn  of  affairs.  I  appeal  to  all  those  who  had  their 
eyes  upon  me.    Is  there  a  man  here  who  saw  me  fire?" 

"Yes,  yes!"  cried  the  Mormons,  vindictively. 

"  No,  no!"  the  men  of  the  town  responded. 

And  thee  the  Mexican,  Castana,  stepped  from  his  position  in 
tt»  doorway  into  the  street. 

"  Senors  all  Corinne  knows  me!"  he  exclaimed,  "and  the 
town  knows  that  I  am  an  honest  man.  I  had  my  eyes  upon  Gold 
Dan  at  the  moment  the  signal  was  given,  and  saw  him  step  out 
into  the  riad;  he  did  not  fire  and  his  revolver  was  not  above  the 
'evel  of  lis  waist." 

For  p  moment  C\a*K  seemed  undecided,  but  a  torrent  of 
exclamations  from  the  Mormons  pointed  out  to  him  the  course  to 
be  pursued. 

"No,  no  I  he  did  fire!  I  saw  him!  I'll  take  my  oath  on  it!" 
the  M  ormons  cried. 

"Flood  has  been  shed — foully  shed!"  the  Danite  exclaimed, 
"and  the  crime  must  be  avenged.  I  ask  nothing  but  justice, 
and  justice  1  will  have  if  it  takes  all  the  force  that  we  can 
inn*  ter  yonder  in  Salt  Lake  to  get  it!" 

"  he  men  of  Corinne  understood  well  enough  the  meaning  and 
a*jr»ngtu  of  this  threat,  and  more  than  one  in  the  crowd  felt 
rising  iu  bis  mind  the  wish  that  Gold  Dan  was  well  out  of  ib» 


■crape.  Few  men  of  all  tho=e  present,  hardy,  reckless  front*  r» 
men,  cared  to  provoke  the  anger  of  the  Mormon  leaders. 

"And  who  shrinks  from  justice?"  the  plainsman  cried.  "Am 
I  the  man?  Whoever  says  so  lies;  I  throw  the  falsehood  back  in 
his  teeth,  and  I'll  make  good  my  words  with  my  body!" 

"So  will  I!''  the  giant  howled,  leaping  up  in  the  air  and 
smacking  his  hands  together  with  a  crack  tb.it  sounded  like  the 
report  of  a  pistol.  "  I'm  the-Man-froin  Red-Dog,  I  am!  Dandy 
Jim's  my  handle,  and  I  m  any  man's  mutton  who  is  sp'iling  for 
a  fight  in  this  oyer  defickilty  1" 

"Oh  take  me  in  somewhere,  I'm  bleeding  to  death!"  the  hurt 
Mormon  murmured. 

"  Bring  him  into  the  saloon,"  Castana  suggested;  "  we'll  get  a 
cot  for  him." 

As  gently  as  they  could  the  Mormons  raised  the  wounded  man 
in  their  arms  and  carried  him  into  the  salocu,  but  this  operation 
brought  groans  of  pain  from  the  unfortunate  Googer.  It  was 
evident  that  he  was  pretty  badly  hurt. 

"Somebody  go  for  a  doctor!"  Clark  commanded,  but  hardly 
bad  the  words  left  his  lips,  when  a  tall,  slender,  dissipated-look- 
ing fellow,  in  an  extremely  seedy  suit,  stepped  out  from  amid 
the  crowd. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  sir,  but  if  I  jould  be  of  any  service  to 
your  friend,  I  should  be  happy  to  tender  my  professional  advice. 
I  am  a  medical  man." 

This  gentleman  was  no  stranger  by  reputation  to  Clark;  an 
Englishman,  by  birth,  as  was  piainly  apparent  by  the  slight 
"aw!"  accent  with  which  he  flavored  his  speech,  Corinne  boasted 
few  wilder  or  less  steady  citizens,  and  yet  it  was  currently 
believed  that  he  came  of  a  good  family  in  the  old  country  and 
was  a  regular  graduate  of  a  first-class  medical  college.  Anyway, 
he  had  proved,  on  several  critical  occasions,  that  he  was  no  mean 
professor  of  the  healing  art,  and  that  his  skill  as  a  surgeon — It 
was  this  latter  branch  that  is  most  called  upon  in  such  frontier 
towns  as  Corinne,  where  "difficulties"  are  usually  settled  wi;h 
knife  and  pistol — was  far  beyond  that  possessed  by  the  majority 
of  the  doctors  common  to  the  frontier. 

"Much  obliged  for  the  offe'-  Do  all  you  can  for  him,"  the 
Danite  auswered. 

The  doctor  at  once  hurried  into  the  saloon  whither  the 
wounded  man  had  been  carried. 

And  all  this  while  no  one  had  thought  of  trying  to  ascertain 
who  it  was  that  had  really  fired  the  shot  which  had  wounded  the 
Mormon  so  badly,  provided  that  Gold  Dan  ieally  was  innocent  of 
the  deed. 

Plenty  of  time  had  been  afforded  for  the  wreaker  of  vengeance 
upon  the  Mormon  bully  to  escape,  and  no  one  had  either  lifted  a 
hand  to  prevent  it.  or  to  try  and  discover  the  lurking-pla^e  from 
whence  the  shot  had  been  fired. 

Tne  Mormons  wei  /  ail  perim.*!;,  :aS&s.tied  '.tat  tVis  plainsma* 
had  fired  the  shot;  those  of  the  townsmen  who  had  their  eyes 
upon  Gold  Dan  at  the  moment  that  the  signal  had  been  given, 
were  decidedly  certain  that  he  was  guiltless  of  the  deed,  and  the 
rest  were  wavering  in  their  minds. 

And  now  that  the  victim  was  removed  from  the  scene  of 
action,  and  the  doctor  had  hurried  in  to  attend  to  him,  the 
Danite  leader  took  decided  action. 

"This  man  is  badly  hurt;  death  may  ensue  from  his  wounds; 
and  I  call  upon  you  to  throw  down  your  weapons  and  surrender, 
that  you  may  answer  for  this  crime." 

"He  never  fired  it,  no  how  you  kin  fix  it!"  the-Man-from-Red 
Dog  yelled,  defiantly. 

"  Surrender?  Who  to?"  Gold  Dan  exclaimed — "  to  you?" 

"  No,  not  tc  me,  but  to  a  committae  which  I  call  upon  th« 
citizens  of  Corinne  to  choose  at  once.  Here  has  been  icurdsi 
done  and  it  must  be  atoned  for.  My  friend  has  been  shot  dowt 
in  cold  blood  without  being  given  a  chance  of  his  life,  anc 
although  I  might  take  it  upon  myself,  with  my  own  hand,  t* 
avenge  his  fate,  for  if  Corinne  attempted  to  shelter  any  man 
from  my  vengeance,  within  two  hours  I  could  bring  fore* 
enough  to  level  it  as  flat  as  the  back  of  my  hand,  yet  1  an. 
willing  he  should  have  a  fair  trial.  1  ask  no  favors,  neither  wiL 
I  show  anyl" 

"  No  more  do  I!"  Gold  Dan  cried,  promptly.  "I  am  ready  t€ 
surrender  myself  to  a  proper  committee  at  once,  and  ready  t« 
stand  trial,  for,  as  there  is  a  heaven  above  me,  I  never  pullet 
trigger  on  that  man!" 

"As  fair  as  fair  can  be!"  the-Man-from-Red-Dog  assented 
"And  I'll  app'int  myself  one  of  the  committee." 

"  You  just  hold  your  horses!"  the  Danite  exclaimed.  "  I  reckot 
that  we  want  men  that  we  know  in  the  town,  not  strangers." 

"And  don't  you  know  me?"  Dandy  Jim  demanded. 

"  No,  I  don't!" 

"  Stranger,  thar's  a  heap  of  pleasure  afore  you !" 

"  Maybe  there  is,  but  I  ain't  in  any  burry  to  enjoy  it,"  Clari 
replied,  menacingly. 

And  just  then  there  was  a  little  oustle  at  the  entrance  to  'X* 
■aloon  that  attracted  the  attention  of  all  the  throng. 

The  doctor  came  out. 

M  Well?"  cried  Clark,  anticipating  what  was  to 
"  The  man  is  dead!" 

And  a  little  thrill  passed  through  the  crowd. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

THE  BEAR  RIVER  FAIRT. 

Down  on  the  banks  of  Bear  river,  just  a  little  way  below  the 

town  of  Corinne,  was  a  little  rude  shanty,  much  the  worse  for 
wear.  Some  emigrant  had  erected  it  with  the  idea  of  making  a 
living  by  cultivating  the  soil  around,  but  had  speeddy  given  up 
the  notion  in  disgust  and  had  pushed  further  on  toward  the  set- 
ting sun  iu  search  of  a  more  fertile  land. 

Within  the  little  two-roomed  shanty  dwelt  a  strange  couple, 
and  one,  too,  known  far  and  wide — a  wee  bit  of  a  girl  and  an 
old,  crippled  man. 

Polly  Pickles,  the  girl  was  called,  but  the  men  of  Corinne  had 
a  far  prettier  title  for  her;  they  called  the  girl  the  "  Bear  River 
Fairy." 

The  maiden  was  a  pretty  little  thing.  She  was  about  sixteen 
or  seventeen  years  old;  small  in  stature;  active  as  a  cricket,  and 
handsome  as  a  picture;  and  yet  her  features  were  irregular,  the 
nose  disposed  to  turn  up  and  the  forehead  narrow;  but  still 
there  was  something  about  the  face  attractive  to  the  masculine 
taste  at  the  first  glance.  She  possessed  the  prettiness  of  a  kitten, 
being  arch,  playful,  and  cunning.  Her  great,  gray  eyes  were 
always  dancing  merrily;  a  smile  ever  dimpled  her  cheeks,  and 
the  shining  yellow  hair  which  floated  freely  over  her  shoulders 
glimmered  in  the  sun  like  strands  of  beaten  gold. 

And  then,  too,  not  only  from  her  personal  appearance  did  she 
enjoy  the  name,  but  she  had  attended  to  sick  and  suffering  men 
like  a  ministering  angel. 

Wise  was  she  in  a  knowledge  of  "roots  and  yarbs;"  the  sim- 
ples of  the  forest  effected  great  cures  in  her  hands,  and  many  a 
fever-smitten  emigrant  blessed  the  hour  when  the  girl-doctor,  as 
she  was  commonly  termed,  came  to  bis  bedside. 

Her  companion,  the  crippled  old  man,  was  a  character  indeed. 
He  was  thin  and  gaunt,  with  scattered,  elfish-like  hair,  sticking 
up  all  over  his  head  like  so  many  bristles. 

Old  Joe  Cripples  he  was  called,  and  the  name  fitted  him 
well,  for  he  was  bent  nearly  double  with  rheumatism,  and  was 
■apposed  to  be  a  little  weak  in  his  mind. 

"Granddad,"  the  girl  always  called  him,  and  the  old  man 
never  termed  her  anything  but  "  Puss." 

It  was  a  bright  morning,  and  the  sun,  high  in  the  heavens, 
was  playing  in  shining  ripples  upon  the  surface  of  the  river 
when  the  Mormon  eider,  Biddeman,  halted  his  old  gray  mule  in 
front  of  the  door  of  the  fairy's  shanty. 

The  old  man  sat  upon  a  tree-trunk  by  the  door,  gazing  vacantly 
out  upon  the  shining  surface  of  the  river. 

"Hollo!  here's  that  old  maniac,"  the  Mormon  muttered,  .as 
he  drew  rein  in  front  of  the  house.  "  I  wonder  where  the  girl  is! 
*  "    "see  her  anywhere  around." 

Cripples  never  t\-ofc  Che  musi  notice  of^  the  elder,  but  still 
gazed  with  vacant  stare  out  upon  the  water. 

The  door  of  the  shanty  was  open  so  that  the  horseman  could 
tee  into  the  interior,  but  the  pretty  figure  of  the  girl  was  not 
visible. 

"  I  suppose  I  may  as  well  ask  the  old  fool  where  she  is.  The 
erazy  old  loon  I  It  would  be  a  good  riddance  if  somebody  were 
to  knock  him  in  the  head  one  of  these  days." 

These  reflections  were  uttered  quite  loud,  so  that  the  old  man 
could  easily  have  overheard  them  if  his  hearing  had  been  keen, 
but  it  was  well  known  that  he  was  quite  deaf,  and  therefore  the 
Mormon  spoke  without  caution. 

"  Say,  old  codger,  where's  the  galf  exclaimed  the  elder,  rais- 
ing his  voice  so  as  to  attract  the  attention  of  the  old  man. 

"  Eh?"  and  Cripples  looked  at  the  Mormon  as  if  he  hadn't  heard 
a  word  he  had  said. 

"  Where's  the  gal?"  Biddeman  bawled. 

"All  sate;  nobody  would  harm  her,"  nodding  his  head  wisely, 
"■very body  knows  her;  no  danger,  thank  you." 

"Who  in  thunder  said  that  there  was,  you  stupid  old  fool!" 
growled  the  Mormon,  in  wrath.  "  1  didn't  say  that  she  was  in 
a»y  danger!"  he  bawled.    "Where  is  she?  I  want  to  see  herl" 

"  You  want  to  see  keri"  squeaked  Cripples. 

"Yes." 

"What  for?    Be  you  sick?" 

"Yes,  I'm  sick!"  replied  Biddeman,  thinking  that  such  a  sta te- 
nant would  make  the  old  man  go  after  the  girl.  "Sick  enough 
of  you,''  he  added  in  an  undertone. 

"  Got  a  fever*" 

"  Yes,  a  fevtr." 

"  Well,  1  dunno.  I  guess  I  kin  give  you  the  medicine  as  well 
as  6he  kin,"  observed  Cripples,  sagely. 

"I  don't  want  any  medicine,  you  old  stupid!"  the  elder  yelled. 
•*  I  want  to  see  Polly !" 

"  I  kin  cure  you  jest  as  well  as  she  kin,  every  bit!"  the  old  man 
persisted. 

"I  tell  you  I  want  to  see  her!  Where  is  she?"  The  elder 
was  getting  tired  of  this  bawling. 

"  Gone  out,"  replied  Cripples,  placidly,  and  then  he  sunk  his 
head  between  his  kneei  and  turned  his  attention  again  to  the 
river. 

"  Wheie  has  she  gone?" 
"Eh?" 

"  Where  has  she  gone*"  yelled  the  Mormon,  getting  red  in  the 
face. 

"  Dunuo." 

"  How  soon  wili  she  be  back?" 
"  Dunno." 

It  was  plain  there  wasn't  much  information  to  be  got  out  of 

the  old  ni.in. 

A. id  thi  n,  just  as  the  Mormon  was  about  to  explode  in  wrath, 
the  girl  herself  came  round  the  corner  of  the  shanty,  with  a  pail 
•f  water,  which  me  evidently  had  brought  from  the  river. 


"  Aha!   quoth  the  elder,  smoothing  bis  frown  mto  a  smile,  **I 

was  just  inquiring  for  you." 

"  Yes,  I  heard  somebody  shouting,  and  I  thought  perhaps  it 
was  some  stranger  trying  to  make  granddad  understand." 

"I  should  think  that  you  would  get  sick  of  living  here  witfc 
this  old  lunatic.  Why,  he's  as  deaf  as  a  post.  I've  been  shouting 
at  the  top  of  my  lungs,  for  the  last  half-hour,  trying  to  make 
him  understand." 

"  That's  strange;  he  always  seems  to  understand  what  I  say  t« 
him." 

"  But  arn't  you  lonely,  living  here  with  this  old  madman?" 
"Oh,  he's  not  mad,"  the  girl  replied,  quickly,  "he  knows  wefl 

enough  what  he's  about;  it's  only  an  odd  way  he's  got." 
"But  ain't  you  lonely  here?"  the  elder  persisted. 

"  Oh,  no,  not  at  all." 

"Do  you  know,  Polly,  I'd  like  to  carry  you  away  from  thi* 
place?  You  ought  to  go  Salt  Lake;  that's  the  place  for  you 
You're  too  pretty  to  live  here  in  this  wilderness.  The  fact  is, 
Polly,  I've  taken  a  great  fancy  to  you.  How  would  you  like  to 
go  to  Salt  Lake  and  be  married  to  me?" 

The  elder  rather  prided  himself  upon  his  taking  way  with 
womankind  in  general,  and  in  this  little  speech  he  had  exerted 
all  his  gifts;  but,  to  his  astcnishment,  the  girl,  instead  of  taking 
the  matter  seriously,  laughed  in  his  face. 

"  Why,  elder,  you've  got  five  wives  already!"  she  exclaimed, 
laughing,  "and  what  would  poor  little  I  do  among  so  many! 
Why  I  should  be  lost!" 

The  Mormon  got  very  red  in  the  face,  and  it  was  only  with  • 
jreat  effort  that  he  checked  the  oath  rising  to  his  lips. 

"  My  dear,  that  is  an  internal  Gentile  lie!"  he  exclaimed. 

"And  then  you  haven't  got  five  wives?'" 

"  No,  not  even  one,  and  if  you  consent  to  become  mine,  my 
dear  Polly,  I  will  never  take  another  wife.  You  mustn't 
believe  all  the  Gentile  lies  that  you  hear  about  us,  Polly.  You 
had  better  think  the  matter  over  seriously.  I'm  quite  rich, 
you  know,  Polly,  and  I'll  dress  you  up  like  a  queen,  that's  sol 
You  shall  have  everything  that  you  desire  I  Silks  and  satins 
and  velvets!  why,  you  shall  walk  on  them." 

"And  that  will  be  so  nice  for  granddadl"  Polly  exclaimed, 
clapping  her  hands  with  girlish  glee. 

Granddad !"  and  the  elder  pursed  up  his  lips. 

'  Yes,  of  course  he'll  have  to  go  with  me,"  the  girl  exclaimed. 
"  He's  always  taken  care  of  me,  and  now  that  he's  getting  old,  it 
would  be  both  mean  and  wicked  for  me  to  desert  him." 

"Certainly,  of  course;  such  sentiments  do  you  honor," Bidde- 
man said  with  his  lips,  but  his  eyes  said  something  entirely  differ- 
ent. "  Of  course  I  shall  look  out  for  him.  Any  one  dear  to  yo* 
will  be  dear  to  me.  Well,  I  must  be  going;  as  I  was  passing  by 
I  couldn't  resist  the  temptation  to  stop  and  exchange  a  won" 
with  you.  Just  iiiink  ♦he  matter  ^"«r,  anr1  don't  give  any  he* 
to  those  Gentile  lies  about  me,  6„.«-i>ylM  Ana  i-neii  eider  put 
spurs  to  his  mule  and  rode  off,  the  girl,  the  while,  watching  hint 
with  a  very  peculiar  expression  upon  her  pretty  face.  If  the 
scheming  hypocrite  could  have  seen  that  look,  it  is  doubtful  if  It 
would  have  pleased  him. 

And  Biddeman,  as  he  rode  along,  put  his  thoughts  into  words: 

"She  is  sly;  the  old  man  is  an  excuse;  I  must  entrap  her. 
Once  in  my  ranch,  force  will  do  if  fair  means  fail.    I  don't  trust 
John  Clark.    If  what  I  hear  is  true,  he  is  after  the  jade  himse? ' 
A  message  to  visit  a  woman  down  with  the  fever!    That  will  i 
and  once  she  is  in  my  power,  neither  the  Danites  or  the  Gei& 
shall  tear  her  from  me!" 

There  was  peril  ahead  for  the  Bear  River  Fairy. 


CHAPTER  X. 

HUNTED  DOWN. 

Rjoht  od  the  outskirts  of  Corinne  an  enterprising  builder  had 
erected  a  small  shanty-store;  one  story  only,  the  front  part 
arranged  with  a  counter  and  shelves  for  store  purposes,  the 
back,  partitioned  off,  forming  a  small  room. 

This  building  being  a  little  removed  from  the  center  of  the 
town  did  not  rent  readily,  but  at  last  a  tenant  cam0  along,  and 
as  the  owner  had  had  the  place  on  his  hands  for  some  time,  hs 
offered  it  at  a  bargain,  which  was  at  once  accepted. 

A  small  stock  of  cigars,  canned  fruits,  and  notions,  was  put  in 
and  the  store  formally  opened. 

On  the  frontier  there  is  very  little  ceremony,  and  the  neigh- 
bors of  the  new-comers— tor  there  were  two  who  were  connected 
with  the  new  store — soon  made  bold  to  call  upon  them. 

Within  twenty  minutes  after  the  shanty  was  made  ready  for 
business,  the  Celtic  gentleman  who  kept  what  in  his  native  "Oir- 
land,"  would  have  been  called  a  "Sheebeea" — a  little  whisky- 
shop  a  hundred  yards  or  so  down  the  street — sallied  forth  to  call 
upon  the  strangers. 

Mr.  Mcliinnis,  as  this  gentleman  was  named,  rather  pride< 
himself  upon  his  civility. 

"In  Oirland,  me  buck,"  he  was  wont  to  declare,  when  in  b  . 
cups,  "  there's  moighty  toine  blood  in  the  McGinnises.  Go  l^x 
enough  back  and  it's  dooks  and  princes  you'll  come  to  io  ye 
mind!" 

Business  was  never  driving  during  the  uiornii_0  at  Peep-o'- 
Day  House,  as  the  little  whisky-shanty  was  calie*  ,  the  bulk  ot  its 
trade  coiruig  in  the  wee  small  hours  when  larger  and  more  repu- 
table saloons  were  closed. 

Therefore,  the  bold  McGinnis,  who  was  a  little,  sandy-haired 
pug-nosed  gentleman,  much  resembling  a  Scotch  terrier  in  hif 
appear,! ucj,  hid  auiusod  himself  by  watching  the  progruss  of  ths 
nun  butj,  ^riitt. 
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Bo  far  two  persons  only  had  appeared  In  connection  with  the 
■tore;  a  man  and  a  lad;  both  or  good  appearance  although 
dressed  very  poorly  indeed,  but  there  was  that  indescribable 
something  about  them  that  plainly  denoted  to  the  experienced 
eye  that  their  former  station  in  life  was  far  above  that  whicn 
they  now  occupied. 

From  their  peculiar  dark  complexions,  their  jet-black  hair,  and 
general  bearing,  it  was  quite  plain  that  they  were  foreigners. 

"Injuns,  bedad!"  the  sagacious  McGinnis  had  declared,  at  the 
first  elance,  but,  after  a  more  careful  inspection,  he  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  they  were  "  Greasers  "—that  is  Mexicans; 
Greasers  they  are  commonly  termed  on  the  frontier. 

When  McGinnis  reached  the  shop  the  man  was  lolling  indo- 
lently on  the  counter,  smoking  a  cigarette ;  the  lad  was  nowhere 
to  be  seen. 

The  irishman  introduced  himself  as  a  neighbor;  inquired  in 
regard  to  the  prospects  for  business,  and  ended  by  inviting  the 
4ark-fea-tured  gentleman  to  come  down  to  his  place  and  try  a 
•up  of  liquor  to  keep  the  "  could "  out,  although  how  any  one 
eould  possibly  take  cold  in  that  balmy  spring  air,  was  a  mystery. 

To  refuse  a  friendly  invitation  to  drink  on  the  frontier  is 
almost  the  same  as  directly  insulting  a  man,  so  the  store-keeper, 
well  posted  evidently  in  regard  to  the  customs  of  the  country, 
called  out  to  the  lad,  whom  he  called  Miguel,  to  mind  the  6tore 
and  then  he  went  with  the  Irishman. 

McGinnis,  naturally  curious,  soon  commenced  to  question  his 
guest,  and  the  stranger  answered  readily,  as  a  man  would 
answer  who  had  nothing  to  conceal. 

His  name  was  Jules  Mercado,  the  lad  was  his  brother,  MigueL 
tie  was  a  Texan  by  birth,  of  Mexican  descent,  and  came  from 
Matagorda  county,  where  he  had  formerly  kept  a  general  country 
store;  he  had  suffered  the  entire  loss  of  his  stock  by  fire;  had 
succeeded  in  getting  one-half  of  the  insurance  money,  and  being 
desirous  of  making  a  fresh  start  somewhere  else,  he  had  followed 
the  advance  of  the  iron-horse  toward  the  setting  sun,  having 
heard  that  there  was  a  good  chance  for  business  in  the  new 
towns  springing  up  along  the  magic  line  which  was  to  span  the 
continent. 

A  plain  and  simple  story,  and  told  without  reserve. 

To  his  other  neighbors,  who  followed  the  lead  of  the  Irishman 
and  called  to  scrape  an  acquaintance,  the  same  tale  was  told, 
and  so,  before  the  close  of  the  day,  the  Texan  seemed  to  the  rest 
to  be  like  an  old  acquaintance. 

The  lad,  Miguel,  kept  out  of  sight.  He  was  not  well,  pined 
for  borne  and  the  appearance  of  strangers  disturbed  him,  so  the 
elder  brother  explained,  and  no  one  wondered  at  it,  for  the  boy 
appeared  to  be  both  delicate  and  ailing. 

At  the  end  of  the  first  day  of  the  stranger's  sojourn  in  Corinne, 
•bout  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening  he  shut  up  his  store  and  strolled 
down  the  street  toward  the  center  of  the  towni  apparently  jvith 
iatezt  to  B88  the  aghts,  for  the  center  of  the  town  was  a  sight 
at  night  when  the  saloons,  dance-houses,  and  gaming-hells  were 
m  full  blast  and  the  place  was  crowded  with  graders  (who  were 
working  on  the  road-bed  of  the  railway),  and  other  railroad  men. 

Just  about  an  hour  the  Texan  was  absent  and  then  he  came 
striding  along  up  the  street  toward  his  shanty,  apparently  under 
the  influence  of  strong  emotions,  if  one  could  judge  by  the  con- 
vulsive workings  of  his  face. 

He  tapped  in  a  peculiar  manner  at  the  door  of  the  shanty.  The 
signal  had  evidently  been  previously  agreed  upon,  for  it  was 
anderstood  at  once  and  the  door  was  opened. 

The  Texan  entered,  closed  the  door  behind  him  and  secured  it 
witn  the  heavy  bar  which  had  been  provided  as  an  extra  fasten- 
ing. 

The  lad  was  standing  by  the  counter,  the  large  wild  eyes 
looking  earnestly  into  the  agitated  face  of  the  man. 

It  was  plain  at  the  first  glance  that  the  Texan  had  been  drink- 
ing heavily  and  was  in  a  terrible  state  of  excitement. 

"He  is  here!"  he  cried,  rapidly;  "we  are  hunted  down!  Oh, 
saints  in  heaven!  is  there  no  place,  then,  on  this  broad  earth 
where  we  can  find  shelter  and  be  safe  from  this  untiring 
trsckerf  He  trails  us  as  the  blood-hound  trails  the  human  fugi- 
tive amid  the  fastness  of  the  swamp,  and  what  does  the  fugitive 
when  he  finds  that,  turn  and  twist  as  he  may,  he  cannot  throw 
the  brute  off  the  scent?  If  he  is  desperate  unto  madness  he  wait* 
for  the  dog — risks  all  in  one  terrible  struggle,  either  to  kill  the 
beast  and  so  stop  the  pursuit,  or  else  to  fall  a  victim  to  his  jaws!" 

"  What  it  the  matter?"  asked  the  lad  in  cold,  quiet  tones,  bit 
ley  bearing  a  strange  contrast  to  the  feverish  excitement  which 
teemed  to  transform  the  Texan  almost  into  a  madman. 

"  He  is  here,  I  tell  you!''  he  cried,  his  excitement  not  abating 
In  the  least.  "  We  are  hunted  down!  Were  we  buried  deep  in 
the  earth's  center,  the  opposing  fates,  who  frown  upon  me, 
would  lead  this  man  to  us.  But,  remember  your  oath!"  and  he 
strode  up  to  the  lad  and  laid  bis  trembling  hand  upon  the  rounded 
shoulder,  while,  with  his  glittering  eyes,  now  fairly  blazing 
with  excitement,  he  glared  into  the  marble-like  face.  "You 
dare  not  break  it,  or  you  will  bum  forever  in  the  fires  hereafter!" 

"  I  dare  not,"  and  the  sentence  came  from  the  cold  lips  of  the 
speaker,  as  a  mechanical  image  might  have  spoken  it — a  cunning 
machine  which  could  imitate  the  human  voice,  but  could  not 
Infuse  in  the  words  a  human  soul. 

"No,  no,  you  dare  not!  It  would  be  terrible!"  he  exclaimed 
with  rapid  utterance.  "But  this  man!  he  is  a  demon!  He 
laughs  at  steel;  lead  he  defies;  he  bears  a  charmed  life;  he 
looks  upon  his  foes  and  they  fall  and  die.  He  would  tear  you 
from  me— tear  you  away,  despite  yourself,  but  you  shall  not  go!" 

"  No,  I  shall  not  go!"  The  speaker  was  like  a  parrot,  and 
■lechanicaliy  repeated  the  words  he  heard. 

The  Icy  calmness  of  the  one  was  such  a  strange  contrast  to 
the  frenzied  excitement  of  the  other. 

"  And  he  follows  m.  reckless  of  the  dansrerl"  the  Texan  ooo- 
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tinned.  "  Am  I  a  child  to  always  fly?  v?iU  the  time  never  enmt 
when  I  will  turn  and  striker" 

"No,  let  us  still  fly;  there  are  rich  mines  in  Southern  Dtah^ 
let  us  go  there,"  and  a  wistful  look  came  into  the  eyes  of  the 
speaker  as  the  words  were  uttered. 

"Aha!"  cried  the  Texan,  and  he  caught  the  speaker  fcjy  botfc 
shoulders  with  his  trembling,  feverish  hands,  and  peered  suspici- 
ously in  the  pale  face,  "  you  fear  that  I  shall  kill  this  man — yon 
fear  for  his  life!  Oh,  I  guess  the  truth!  You  cannot  deceive 
me;  but  I  fly  no  more!  Either  I  or  this  demon  must  die!  H» 
has  just  braved  the  power  of  the  Mormons,  and,  redhanded, 
slain  one  of  their  number.  If  he  escapes  the  Danites  he  shsJJ 
not  escape  me!"  And  with  the  words  the  excited  man  turned 
and  fled  again  into  the  air. 

The  lad  hesitated  for  a  moment;  then,  erizlfag  a  revolver  from 
beneath  the  counter,  and  taking  his  hav,  he  followed  into  the 
darkness  of  the  night. 

"  If  ne  dies,  what  is  life  to  me?"  he  cried. 


CHAPTER  XL 

THE  DEMAND  FOR  JU8TICBL 

"Dead!" 

The  word  went  round  among  the  throng. 

And  these  rough,  bearded  men  whispered  the  word  gently,  for 
death — actual  death,  has  a  nameless  terror  even  for  the  wild  and 
reckless. 

Few,  no  matter  how  daring,  care  to  visit  "that  bourne  fro  IB 
whence  no  traveler  returns." 

"Dead!"  exclaimed  John  Clark,  and  his  heavy  brows  con- 
tracted; "dead,  did  you  say,  doctor?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"Murdered  by  that  man!"  and  the  Danite  pointed  his  flnget 
at  Gold  Dan,  w  ho,  motionless  as  a  statue,  was  standing  quietly, 
waiting  for  events  to  develop  themselves. 

"It's  a  lie!"  replied  the  plainsman,  promptly.  "I  never 
pulled  trigger  on  the  man,  and  am  as  innocent  of  his  death  as  a 
babe  unborn!" 

"No,  no;  we  saw  you  do  it  I"  yelled  one  of  the  Mormon  gan&, 

excitedly,  and  then  the  rest  took  up  the  cry. 
"Yes,  you  did!  you  killed  himl" 

A  movement  toward  the  plainsman  was  made,  but,  as  the 
Danite  leader  manifested  no  intention  of  taking  part  in  it,  and, 
too,  as  in  a  second  Gold  Dan  had  his  revolvers  out,  the  hammers 
raised  and  the  glistening  tubes  leveled  full  at  them,  the  "  Saints  " 
contented  themselves  with  a  few  threatening  gestures. 

In  tnth,  ns  vrell  o£'a^j  n.c",  *h»y  View  that  certain  death  for 
eight  or  ten  at  least  lay  in  the  borderer's  hand,  and  though  in 
the  end  the  rush  might  overwhelm  him,  yet  not  a  man  of  the 
Mormon  band  cared,  in  person,  to  meet  sudden  death  for  the 
sake  of  the  final  triumph  of  his  party. 

It  is  this  kind  of  fear  that  enables  a  single  resolute  man  to 
defy  a  host,  which  has  often  been  done,  and  successfully,  since 
the  world  began. 

"He  didn't  do  it,  nuther!"  an  old,  gray-bearded  "Gentile" 
exclaimed,  strong  in  the  right  and  not  afraid  to  speak  his  senti- 
ments, despite  the  bravado  of  the  Latter-day  Saints;  "I  had  my 
eye  on  him  the  hull  time,  and  he  never  pulled  nary  trig2<-r, 
and  you  lie,  you  fellers  that  say  he  did,  goll-darn  yer!"  Aiui  is 
his  excitement  the  old  fellow  shook  his  fist  at  the  angry  Mernoa 
band. 

And  the  assembled  Gentile  crowd  took  up  the  cry. 

"He  didn't  fire  the  shot:  he  didn't!" 

"Fire  that  shot!"  yelled  the-Man-from-Red-Dog,  at  the  top  of 
his  stentorian  lungs;  "  I'll  bet  any  man  in  the  crowd  ten  thousand 
dollars  to  a  slap  on  the  back,  that  he  didn't!  And  if  any  one  ot 
you  ten-wived  Mormon  galoots  are  re'lly  sp'ilin'  for  a  fight,  I'm 
your  antelope,  every  time!  Oh,  for  the  love  of  Brighiuu:  j»>t 
one  or  two — or  three — of  you  long-legged,  6lab  sided,  hovrli,.g 
chaps,  come  and  bite  a  piece  out  of  my  ear!  Why,  when  I  jet 
through,  tear  won't  be  enough  left  out  of  the  hull  crowd  lo 
grease  a  griddle  for  a  flap-jack!  Took,  took!  cockle-doodle-do!" 
and  the  giant  wound  up  his  speech  by  smacking  his  hands  against 
bis  sides,  imitating  the  flapping  of  a  cock's  wings,  and  crowed  aa 
loud  as  he  could. 

This  bold  son  of  the  golden  land,  although  an  entire  stranger  to 
Corinne,  had  already  made  himself  quite  at  home  and  had  tickled 
the  outside  Gentiles  greatly  by  his  bold  defiance  of  the  detested 
Mormons. 

"Men  of  Corinne!"  cried  John  Clark,  In  his  loud,  deep  voice, 
which  rung  plainly  through  the  town,  "a  friend  of  mine  lies 
dead  in  yender  house,  not  killed  in  fair  fight,  for  if  he  was, 
these  lips  of  mine  would  never  be  opened  to  utter  a  single  com- 
plaint. No!  he  was  foully  assassinated  1  All  of  you  here  know 
the  terms  of  the  fight.  At  the  signal,  one,  advance  and  draw; 
at  two,  open  fire.  The  first  signal  I  gave,  but  the  second  never 
left  my  lips,  for  hardly  had  I  spoken,  when  a  shot  answered  me 
and  my  friend  fell,  bleeding  from  a  mortal  wound.  Who  fired 
the  shot?  AVho  had  reason  so  to  do?  I  did  not  see  it  fired,  for  I 
did  not  suspect  any  such  treachery  and  was  not  prepared  to 
watch  for  it,  but  there  are  a  dozen  here  who  did  see  the  shot 
delivered,  and  they,  one  and  all,  swear  that  this  man,  this  Gold 
Dan,  who  so  boldly  denies  the  charge,  was  the  assassin." 

"What  of  that?'  frthe-Man-oin-Red-Dog  cried;  "I  can  bring 
fifty  who  are  willing  to  take  their  oaths  on  a  pile  of  Testaments 
as  big  as  a  haystack  that  they  didn't  see  him  Are  no  shot,  nary 
time,  and  how  is  that  for  high?" 

The  Danite  never  paid  the  least  attention  to  the  Piillfni  iitasrt 
words — as  if  he  did  not  think  the  giant  worth  asaweruac. 
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"Men  of  Corinne,"  Clark  continued,  "I  ask  for  justice- 
nothing  but  simple  justice,  although  I  have  force  enough  here 
now  by  main  strength  to  avenge  this  bloody  murder  and  lay  half 
the  town  in  ashes  if  it  attempts  to  uphold  the  foul  assassination  I 
And,  even  if  my  party  is  not  strong  enough  and  we  should  get 
the  worst  of  the  fight,  is  there  a  man  in  town  so  foolish  as  not 
to  know  that  within  three  hours'  ride  lies  Salt  Lake  City,  where 
tea  thousand  men  will  spring  to  arms  to  avenge  the  death  of  one 
of  their  brothers,  and  a  leading  man,  too,  in  the  church  V 

A  good  many  in  the  crowd  gravely  shook  their  heads;  they 
knew  that  the  Danite  was  not  boasting.  Had  not  recent  events 
brought  the  Mountain  Meadows  massacre  again  to  light,  and 
where  in  all  the  pages  of  history  can  one  find  a  more  bloody 
butchery  than  the  slaying  of  those  poor  hapless  emigrants,  men, 
women,  and  children,  about  a  hundred  and  thirty  souls  all  told, 
after  they  had  given  up  their  arms? 

Lee,  the  commander  of  the  gang,  who,  disguised  as  Indians, 
autchered  the  helpless  band,  was.  still  in  the  Mormon  church; 
atill  high  in  the  confidence  of  its  leaders,  and  lived  in  perfect 
security  on  his  ranch  in  Southern  Utah,  while  the  blood  of  the 
murdered  victims,  unatoned  for,  cried  aloud  to  Heaven  for  ven- 
geance. 

Well  might  the  patient  looker-on  cry  aloud: 
"  How  long,  oh  Lord,  how  long?" 

"  All  I  ask  is  that  this  man  shall  be  tried  for  his  crime,"  the 
Danite  continued.  "If  he  is  innocent  he  will  not  fear  to  be  tried 
by  a  jury  of  his  peers." 

And,  just  here,  John  Clark,  able  as  he  was,  made  a  mistake. 
He  had  no  idea  of  transferring  his  vengeance  to  the  caprice  of  a 
jury  of  twelve  men.  All  this  talk  was  simply  to  convince  the 
citizens  that  he  was  a  good,  square  man,  to  use  the  western 
phrase;  he  didn't  want  to  fight  the  whole  town;  he  had  made  up 
his  mind  to  kill  the  plainsman,  for  such  were  the  orders  he  had 
received  from  the  Mormon  leaders  who  directed  the  terrible 
Destroying  Angels.  He  expected  that  the  plainsman  would  indig- 
nantly refuse  to  submit  to  trial,  and  then,  deprived  of  the  sym- 
pathy of  the  bystanders,  he  must  trust  to  his  own  skill  and 
courage  in  an  open  fight  with  the  bloodthirsty  Mormons,  burning 
lo  avenge  the  death  of  their  brother. 

But,  Gold  Dan  was  quite  prepared  to  stand  his  trial;  many  a 
year  had  he  spent  on  the  frontier,  and,  as  well  as  any  man 
living,  he  knew  how  sincere  is  the  desire  to  administer  even- 
handed  justice  that  springs  within  the  breast  of  the  average 
borderman  when  called  upon  to  sit  in  judgment. 

Not  much  law  but  plenty  of  justice  in  Judge  Lynch's  court. 

"That  suits  me  exactly  I"  Gold  Dan  replied,  instantly,  and  to 
his  astonishment  the  Danite  saw  that  he  had  reckoned  with- 
out the  host."  "A  fair  trial  is  all  I  ask.  Select  your  judge, 
choose  your  jury,  and  go  ahead  I" 

-wan  that  jest  lay  over  the  deck*"  t  -»-Man-from-Red-Dog 
exclaimed,  in  honest  enthusiasm,  "  He  didn't  do  itl  he  knows 
it,  and  I'm  willing  to  swear  to  it,  and  yet  he  ain  t  afeard  to 
itand  his  trial  any  timet  Oh,  he's  a  clean  white  man,  he  is. 
He  pans  out  rich,  every  timel" 

"A  fair  trial  is  all  I  ask,"  the  Danite  said,  concealing  his 
chagrin  perfectly.     "Give  up  your  weapons." 

"Oh,  no  I"  cried  the  plainsman,  instantly.  "No  Mountain 
Meadows  massacre  business  on  me,  if  you  please  I  I'm  altogether 
too  old  a  bird  to  be  caught  in  that  way.  If  I'm  found  guilty 
you  can  hang  me  as  soon  as  you  like,  but  until  the  rope  chokes 
the  life  out  of  me,  I'll  hang  onto  my  weapons.  I  reckon  that  there 
isn't  any  danger  of  my  attempting  to  fight  the  whole  town.  I 
am  willing  to  stand  my  trial,  willing  to  abide  the  consequences, 
but  not  willing  to  deliver  myself  up  helpless  to  your  mercy. 
I  wouldn't  trust  you,  nor  any  of  your  Mormon  gang  with  the 
life  of  a  dog  I" 

Bold  words,  but  the  shining  revolvers  backed  them  up  well, 
and  the  Mormons  had  no  alternative  but  to  listen,  although  in 
their  hearts  they  thirsted  for  the  blood  of  the  daring  speaker. 

"Nominate  your  court  and  sail  in  your  elephants  I"  yelled  the 
irrepressible  Red-Dogite.  "  I'll  'rastle  with  Judge  Lynch  myself, 
if  you  ain't  got  any  better  man!" 

"You'd  better  think  more  and  say  less  1"  John  Clark  exclaimed, 
•harply.  u  We  want  a  man  we  know,  and  don't  intend  to  pick 
ap  the  first  scallawag  that  offers." 

The  giant  was  about  to  make  an  indignant  reply,  when  a 
•ttixen  headed  him  off  by  nominating  Captain  Bob  Smith  for 
Judge  Lynch — a  nomination  that  was  unanimously  approved. 


CHAPTER  XH 

TRIED  FOR  HIS  LIFE. 

Captain  Bob  Smith  was  one  of  the  principal  storekeepers  of 
the  town,  and  a  man  generally  a  favorite  with  all  the  citizens  of 
Corinne. 

The  captain  was  a  short,  fat  man,  pretty  well  on  in  years, 
very  red-faced  and  very  bald;  he  was  a  great  talker  and  consid- 
Irable  of  a  politician. 

"•Captain  Bob  forjudge  Lynch!"  yelled  a  dozen  voices,  and 
the  storekeeper,  blushing  as  red  as  a  turkey-cock  at  the  unex- 
pected honor,  came  forward. 

"Fellow-citizens,"  he  said,  "although  this  hyer  thing  is 
entirely  unexpected  and  takes  me  completely  by  surprise,  yet 
I  do  not  feel  at  liberty  to  decline,  for  I  think  that  it  is  the  duty 
of  every  good  citizen  to  put  his  shoulder  to  the  public  wheel 
whenever  it  is  required;  but  I  am  quite  ready  to  resign  if  you 
happen  bo  think  of  any  man  'round  hyer  who  is  better  calculated 
Hujo  nyaelf  to  fill  the  position.    I  have  some  knowledge  of  the 


law" — a  good  many  of  the  citizens  of  Corinne 's  thriving  tcrura 

could  say  the  same  with  truth,  and  the  knowedge  generally 
acquired  in  the  prisoner's  box — "  and  I  can  safely  promise  that 
the  prisoner  shall  have  a  fair  and  impartial  trial,  the  more  so 
that  I  have  just  come  on  the  ground  and  don't  know  anything 
about  the  affair  at  all,  except  that  a  man  has  been  killed  and 
that  Gold  Dan  here  is  accused  of  killing  him." 

"  I'm  willing  to  be  tried  by  the  captain,"  the  plainsman  said. 
'  I'm  not  afraid  but  that  he'll  do  me  justice." 

"That's  so,  Dan!  Oh,  I'll  do  the  square  thing  every  timer 
the  captain  exclaimed.  "  But  in  order  that  the  whole  weight 
of  the  thing  shan't  come  on  my  shoulders,  I  move  respectfully 
that  a  jury  of  twelve  men  be  chosen;  'tain't  hardly  fair  to  put 
sich  a  thing  as  life  or  death  all  on  me." 

"  That's  so — that's  so !"  the  crowd  murmured. 

"A  jury's  the  thing — that's  correct!"  some  one  in  the  throng 
remarked,  and  the  rest  took  up  the  cry.  Two  or  three  men 
always  lead  a  crowd  and  the  rest  follow. 

The  Danite  chief  did  not  like  the  way  things  were  going  at  all, 
but  he  saw  it  was  useless  to  attempt  to  resist;  the  current  was 
too  strong;  but  he  determined  to  "  have  a  finger  in  the  pie  "  any- 
way. 

"I  don't  object  to  a  jury,"  he  said,  slowly;  "but  I  think  that 
we  from  Salt  Lake  ought  to  be  represented  in  it.  This  man  is 
a  Gentile  who  has  killed  a  Mormon,  and  I  reckon  that  with  a 
judge  and  jury  all  composed  of  Gentiles  he  stands  a  pretty  good 
chance  of  getting  off,  no  matter  how  strong  the  proof  is  that  be 
killed  the  man." 

A  murmur  of  dissent  went  up  from  the  citizens — a  little  indig- 
nantly, too;  they  didn't  like  this  strong  accusation. 

Captain  Bob  hastened  to  reply  at  once. 

"  As  far  as  I  am  concerned,  Mr.  Clark,  I  assure  you  I  shall  try 
to  do  what  is  right,  without  any  regard  to  whether  the  man 
accused  is  Gentile  or  Mormon.  I  calculate  that  any  man  that 
comes  before  Judge  Lynch's  court,  when  /  sit  on  the  bench,  will 
get  justice  and  nothing  else,  whether  he  is  Gentile  or  Mormon, 
white  or  black,  a  red-skin,  or  even  a  heathen  Chinee." 

"  I  don't  doubt  you,  captain,  but  it  is  only  fair  that  we  should 
have  one-half  of  the  jury,"  Clark  answered;  "  I  reckon  that  a 
man  can  be  a  fair  man  and  give  a  fair  verdict  even  if  he  is  a 
Mormon.  That  gives  you  Gentiles  one-half  the  jury  and  the 
judge,  and  I  reckon  that  that  is  rather  more  than  a  fair  shake." 

There  was  no  open  opposition  manifested,  and  the  captain, 
after  glancing  around  as  if  to  note  the  sentiments  of  the  crowd, 
turned  to  the  prisoner. 

"  How  does  that  suit  you,  Danf" 

"  Ob,  I  don't  object,  although  I  reckon  that  the  proper  way 
would  be  to  choose  the  jurymen  by  lot  from  the  whole  crowd 
and  take  them  as  they  come,  whether  Mormon  or  Gentile;  but 
you  can  go  ahead;  I  dont  ask  any  odds,"  the  plainstoaa 
announced,  confidently. 

"  Will  you  pick  out  your  Jurymen  from  among  your  frieadsf 
the  captain  asked,  turning  to  Clark. 

The  Danite  nodded  assent,  and  then  the  judge  addressed  the 
crowd  at  large: 

"  Now,  fellow-citizens,  we  want  six  jurymen,  so  nominate  'em 
to  onc't!" 

The  Red-Dogite  had  not  been  inactive  during  all  this  talk;  in 
the  language  of  the  politicians  he  had  been  "  pipe-laying,"  and 
therefore  a  blue-flannel-shirted  fellow,  with  whom  the  giant  had 
been  in  consultation,  lifted  up  his  voice  and  cried: 

"  I  nominate  Dandy  Jim  from  Red  Dog  for  one  of  the  jury!" 

"I  second  the  motion!"  said  another. 

"I  object  to  that  man!"  cried  John  Clark,  instantly.  "He 
has  formed  an  opinion  of  the  subject,  and  has  openly  declared 
that  he  does  not  believe  the  man  to  be  guilty;  he  is  not  fit  to  sit 
on  a  jury." 

"Say!  is  there  one  of  your  Mormon  gang  who  don't  think 
that  he  is  guilty,  or  who  ain't  been  hollering  fur  to  kill  him?"  the- 
Man-from-Red  Dog  demanded,  indignantly.  "  Ain't  I  going  to 
take  an  oath? — won't  I  act  like  a  squar'  man,  or  am  I  a  liar,  and 
is  civilization  played  out?" 

The  big  fellow  had  the  Danite  on  the  hip.  In  truth,  there  waa 
not  one  of  the  Mormons  who  had  not  clamored  for  the  blood  of 
the  plainsman. 

The  sympathy  of  tbe  crowd  was  entirely  with  the  Red-Dogite, 
and  Clark  saw  that  the  position  he  had  taken  was  untenable. 

"But  this  man  is  a  stranger,"  he  said,  with  a  great  effort 
repressing  the  rage  which  burned  within  his  breast,  and  whick 
urged  him  to  peovoke  a  personal  encounter  with  the  free-spoken 
giant,  there  and  then. 

"So  much  the  betterl"  Dandy  Jim  exclaimed;  "if  I'm  a 
stranger  I  ain't  apt  to  be  prejudiced  either  for  or  ag'in'  him.  Oh, 
I'm  an  old  tearer  on  a  jury,  now,  you  bet!  I  reckon  I'll  agree 
with  the  other  eleven  ef  they  all  come  to  my  way  of  thinking!" 

And  so  John  Clark  withdrew  his  objection,  and  Dandy  Jin 
was  duly  declared  elected.  Five  other  citizens  were  put  up  and 
accepted  by  the  Mormon  leader,  and  then  Clark  put  forward 
six  Mormons. 

No  one  objected  to  any  of  them,  though  Gold  Dan  recognized 
that  one  of  the  fellows  had  been  the  most  persistent  in  demand- 
ing his  blood  after  the  death  of  Googer. 

But  the  plainsman  never  troubled  himself  to  say  a  word;  what 
was  the  use?  He  fully  understood  that  as  far  &d  the  Mormons 
were  concerned  the  trial  would  be  all  a  fttrcw.  The  Mormon 
jurymen  would  be  sure  to  find  him  guilty,  no  matter  what  the 
evidence  was,  therefore  he  held  his  peace,  relying  upon  the 
Gentile  members  of  the  jury  to  do  him  justice. 

It  was  arranged  that  Judge  Lynch  should  hold  his  court  right 
in  the  open  street;  the  moon  gave  ample  light,  and  there  wai 
room  for  all  to  witness  the  proceedings,  which  wis  more  tbaa 
eould  be  said  of  any  building  in  the  town. 
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A  dry-goods  box  was  brought,  and  the  judge  perched  himself 
■gp  on  top  of  it;  some  smaller  boxes  served  as  seats  for  the  jury 
<and  the  prisoner.  Officers  of  the  court  there  were  none,  although 
ithe  Mormon  leader  had  suggested  that  there  was  danger  of  the 
•orisoner  escaping,  but  Gold  Dan  had  laughed  at  the  idea. 

"Oh,  I'm  going  to  stand  my  trial  I"  he  exclaimed;  "  don't  yon 
toe  alarmed  about  that,  and  if  I  attempt  to  escape,  why,  you 
are  all  armed,  and  you  can  go  a-gunning  for  me  at  once." 

So  the  Danite  leader  was  again  overruled.  It  was  quite  plain 
that  Mr.  John  Clark  was  not  going  to  have  things  entirely  his 
own  way  that  night  in  the  town  of  Corinne. 

The  jury  commenced  to  ballot  for  foreman,  but  it  was  merely 
labor  wasted,  for  the  six  Mormons  voted  stoutly  for  one  man 
and  the  six  Gentiles  just  as  obstinately  for  another.  It  was 
plain  that  they  might  go  on  balloting  until  Doomsday  and  not 
decide  upon  a  foreman. 

Then  a  brilliant  idea  occurred  to  Judge  Lynch. 

"Gentlemen,  you  will  never  come  to  any  decision  at  t*>l« 
rate;  suppose  you  draw  lots  for  a  foreman." 

The  idea  suited,  and  it  was  at  once  put  into  operation. 

And,  to  the  delight  of  the-Man-from-Red-Dog,  as  well  as  th* 
bystanders — the  Mormons  excepted  of  course — who  were  very 
favorably  impressed  with  the  good-natured  giant,  Dandy  Jim 
drew  the  long  straw,  and  was  duly  declared  to  be  foreman  of  the 
jury. 

"Oh,  we'll  work  the  thing  correct,  you  bet  I"  He  exclaimed, 
when  the  result  was  ascertained. 

The  jury  took  their  seats,  the  judge  was  already  perched  upon 
the  dry-goods  box,  a  large  ring  around  the  judge,  jury  and 
prisoner,  who  sat  facing  the  jury,  was  formed  by  the  eager 
spectators. 

"  Who  presents  the  case  for  the  people?"  the  judge  asked. 

"I  will,"  John  Clark  answered,  promptly,  stepping  forward 
Into  the  circle.  "  As  the  friend  of  the  dead  man  and  his  brother 
In  religion,  I  claim  the  right  of  prosecuting  to  the  death  his 
murderer." 

"All  right;  and  now  who  defends  the  prisoner?" 

There  was  a  moment  of  hesitation,  which  was  broken  by  th* 
alear  voice  of  Gold  Dan. 

"I  say,  judge,  if  it's  all  the  same  to  the  court,  let  me 
defend  myself,"  he  said. 

"  There's  an  old  saying  among  legal  men,  you  know,"  replied 
4he  judge,  eager  to  display  his  knowledge  of  the  law,  "  that  the 
lawyer  who  pleads  his  own  case  has  a  fool  for  a  client." 

"  Yes,  I  know  it,  but  I  hardly  think  that  applies  to  me,  for 
I'm  not  a  lawyer,  judge,"  Gold  Dan  answered,  with  a  smile. 

"All  right;  suit  yourself;  and  now  we're  ready  for  trial; 
produce  your  witnesses,  Mr.  Claik,  and  go  ahead." 

And  so  ia  the  silver  moonlight  the  trial  of  the  plainsman, 
bold  Gold  Dan,  for  the  murder  of  the  Mormon,  Googer.  con: 


CHAPTER  XIIL 

GOLD  DAN'S  MASTEB-STROKK. 

Judge  Lynch's  court  generally  deals  in  railroad  justice;  con- 
viction or  acquittal  come  quickly  and  with  little  regard  to  the 
tardy  rules  of  law. 

Justice,  not  law,  is  what  the  frontier  men  are  after  when 
they  call  upon  Judge  Lynch  to  officiate. 

The  trial  of  Gold  Dan  for  the  murder  of  the  Mormon  Elder 
Googer,  was  no  exception  to  the  general  rule,  for  Bob  Smith, 
Judge  Lynch  pro  tern.,  "pushed  things"  rapidly. 

"  Witnesses  for  the  people  1" 

And  then  six  or  eight  Mormons  stepped  out,  and  each  one 
swore  decidedly  and  firmly  that  they  saw  the  borderer  fire  at  the 
first  signal. 

"  At  one — yon  saw  him  fire  at  one?"  the  Danite  asked,  and 
each  man  swore  stoutly  that  such  was  the  fact. 
Brief  was  the  plainsman's  cross-examination. 
"You  saw  me  fire?" 

"Yes,"  stoutly,  doggedly  and  defiantly  the  witnesses  answered, 
all  the  while  scowling  with  malignant  hate  at  the  bold  borderer. 

"  And  where  were  you  when  you  saw  me  fire?' 

The  witnesses  described  the  situations  they  occupied,  and  eaoa 
and  every  one  testified  plainly  that  he  was  at  least  a  hundred 
yards  away  when  the  shot  was  fired — but  he  saw  it  discharged 
■evertheless;  this  all  of  them  stuck  to. 

"  What  was  the  position  of  my  arm  when  I  fired?" 

Now  here  he  had  the  Mormons  on  the  hip,  for  although  eaoa 
witness  heard  the  testimony  of  the  others  in  advance  of  him— 
the  first  one  examined  of  course  excepted — and  so  had  an 
example  set  to  swear  by,  yet,  such  is  the  strange  inconsistency 
and  independence  of  human  nature,  that  nearly  every  man 
chose  to  differ  with  his  fellow,  and  no  two  agreed  in  regard  to 
the  position  of  Gold  Dan's  arm  when  the  fatal  shot  was  fired, 
but  all  testified  that  the  trigger  was  pulled  immediately  after 
the  word  "one"  was  spoken. 

"Are  you  through,  Mr.  Clark?"  the  judge  asked,  after  the 
prisoner  had  finished  his  questioning. 

"Yes,  all  through,"  the  Danite  leader  answered.  "If  the 
testimony  of  six  or  eight  men  ain't  enough  to  hang  him,  why 
then  this  hyer  thing  is  all  a  fraud,  and  we're  only  wasting  our 
ttme." 

And  as  he  finished,  the  dark-faced  Mormon  looked  around  him 
with  an  air  that  seemed  plainly  to  say:  "  There,  I've  proved  him 
guilty,  now  let  him  escape,  if  you  dare  1" 


But  to  the  honest  men  of  Corinne,  assembled  beneath  the 
moon,  and  watching  the  scene  with  all  that  deep  earnestness  so 
peculiar  to  the  frontier  where  each  man  holds  his  life  in  his  hand 
as  it  were,  the  evidence  was  not  at  all  conclusive.  The  difference 
in  the  witnesses'  testimony  regarding  the  position  of  the  plains- 
man's arm  weakened  all  their  evidence,  and  then,  too,  there 
was  a  widespread  opinion  among  the  "Gentiles"  that  the 
Mormons  would  not  hesitate  at  any  means  to  remo'o  from  the 
vicinity  of  Salt  Lake  City  the  daring  man,  who  not  only  openly 
expressed  his  contempt  for  the  Latter-day  Saints,  but  committed 
the  greater  crime  of  running  away  with  their  wives. 

"They  allers  stick  to  each  other  through  thick  and  thinf* 
more  than  one  man  in  the  throng  whispered  to  his  neighbor, 
"  and  to  git  squar'  on  a  Gentile,  they'd  be  willing  to  sw'ar  the 
bottom  clean  out  of  a  fry  pan." 

"  All  through  then,  Mr.  Clark?"  the  judge  repeated.  Accord- 
ing to  his  ideas  the  Mormons  hadn't  made  out  a  very  strong  case, 
and  as  Captain  Bob  was  a  very  fair-minded  man,  he  wanted  to 
give  them  a  fair  show  for  their  money  before  he  called  upon  the 
other  side  to  show  tl^ir  hands. 

"All  through,  sir,"  tHe  Danite   replied,  in  his  deep  voicra, 
which  rose  clear  and  full  above  the  hum  of  the  crowd. 

"Why,  hold  on,  jedge,"  cried  one  of  the  jury — one  of  the 
six  Gentiles— an  old,  iron-gray-bearded  man,  tall  and  straight, 
and  with  an  expression  of  great  shrewdness  written  on  his 
weather-beaten  features,  "it  'pears  to  me  that  you're  pitchin' 
Inter  this  thing  wrong  eend  foremost.  If  I  git  the  'riffle  straight, 
you're  tryin'  Gold  Dan  thar  for  the  murder  of  Mr.  Googer,  but  * 
io  far  I  ain't  heered  any  testimony  that  the  man's  dead.  I  heered 
be  was  plugged  an'  that  were  alL" 

"  That's  sol  Old  Billy's  right  1"  a  bystander  murmured,  loudly, 
and  the  throng  took  up  the  cry. 

Old  Billy  Mac  Ado,  the  juryman,  was  commonly  believed  to 
be  a  pretty  shrewd  fellow,  and  in  this  case  everybody  saw 
that  his  point  was  well  taken. 

So  the  prosecutor  for  the  people,  as  Judge  Lynch  rather 
grand-eloquently  termed  the  dark-browed  Danite,  pricked  bis 
flint  and  tried  it  again,  to  use  the  old  saying. 

The  doctor  was  called,  and  he,  well  posted  in  the  usages  of 
law-courts — the  scamp  had  figured  in  a  dozen  in  his  time- 
testified  quite  clearly  and  directly  to  the  point. 

Clark  hadn't  the  least  bit  of  a  lawyer  about  him,  and  it  was 
quite  plain  that,  in  legal  craft,  he  was  no  match  for  the  scout, 
who  had  begun  the  evening's  amusement  by  astonishing  every- 
body with  his  pugilistic  skill,  and  now  was  winding  up  by  mak- 
ing them  all  open  their  eyes  at  his  wonderful  ability  in  the  use  of 
his  tongue. 

And  yet  Corinne  had  known  Gold  Dan  for  quite  a  time,  and 
never  held  him  better  than  a  hard-drinking,  reckless,  devil-may- 
eare borderer;  twenty  like  him  to  be  found  in  the  town  au  ttliuwBi 
any  time,  but  the  Gold  Dan  on  trial  tor  his  life  to-day  was  prov- 
ing himself  to  be  a  far  superior  chap  than  he  had  ever  gained 
credit  among  his  associates  for  being. 

The  doctor  testified:  first,  that  he  was  a  regular  graduate  of  a 
first-class  English  medical  college;  second,  that  he  had  attended 
to  the  wounded  man,  Mr.  Googer,  and  that  the  said  Mr.  Googer 
was  suffering  from  a  wound  produced  by  a  pistol-shot,  and  from  . 
the  wound  he  had  died. 

"  Any  questions?"  the  judge  asked,  turning  to  the  plainsman. 

"  Not  at  present,  judge,"  the  prisoner  answered,  "  but  I  want 
the  privilege  of  examining  him  after  I  get  through  with  the 
rest  of  my  witnesses. 

"Any  more?"  and  Captain  Bob  turned  to  the  Danite. 

"No;  I'm  through." 

"  Your  turn,  go  ahead  1"  and  the  captain  nodded  to  the  plains- 
man. 

"I  want  six  men  to  step  forward,"  the  prisoner  said;  "six  i 
men  who  had  their  eyes  on  me  when  the  shot  was  fired  and 
who  were  not  over  fifty  feet  from  me. 

Twenty  stepped  forward  in  obedience  to  the  call.  £ 

11  Only  six,  gentlemen — the  six  who  were  nearest,  please." 

The  volunteer  witnesses  whispered  among  themselves  for  a  . 
moment,  apparently  trying  to  find  out  which  six  of  them  had 
been  the  nearest,  and  then  a  half-dozen  detached  themselves 
from  the  rest  and  came  forward. 

It  was  with  difficulty  that  the-Man-from-Red-Dog,  remindful 
of  his  position  as  a  juryman,  kept  himself  from  joining  the 
witnesses,  as  he  had  been  only  about  ten  feet  from  Dan  when 
the  shot  had  been  discharged.  But  with  a  great  effort  he  curbed 
his  desire,  although  ho  did  feel  like  waking  things  up  with  a  yell 
or  two. 

The  six  testified,  one  after  the  other,  clearly  and  distinctly, 
that  they  had  their  eyes  upon  the  prisoner  at  the  time  that  the 
first  signal  was  given,  heard  the  shot  fired,  and  were  positive 
that  it  could  not  have  been  fired  by  the  prisoner,  for  he  had 
just  drawn  his  revolver  and  his  hand  was  not  above  the  level 
of  his  waist. 

The  six  all  agreed  in  this;  they  were  testifying  in  regard  to  . 
what  they  had  really  seen,  therefore  it  was  but  natural  that 
they  should  agree,  while  the  Mormon  witnesses  were  testifying  ' 
in  regard  to  what  they  thought  they  bad  seen,  and  therefore 
differed. 

Clark  tried  a  little  cross-examination,  but  he  was  not  clever  at 
this  sort  of  thing  and  soon  gave  it  up,  as  he  had  wit  enough  to 
see  that  he  was  helping  rather  than  injuring  the  prisoner's  case. 

And  now  Gold  Dan  made  a  master-stroke.  He  called  back  the 
doctor  and  made  that  gentleman  describe  the  wound  that  the 
dead  man  had  received  and  produce  the  ball  It  was  a  rare  one, 
too,  weighing  fully  an  ounce;  evidently  a  derringer  ball,  and 
then  ho  desired  the  jury  to  examine  his  weapons,  and  see  for 
themselves,  first,  that  they  were  all  loaded ;  second,  that  he  had 
ao  pistol  on  his  person  that  could  carry  such  a  ball;  third,  that 
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ull  the  witnesses,  both  Mormon  and  Gentile,  had  sworn  that  bis 
revolver  was  in  his  hand  at  the  time  Googer  got  his  death-wound. 
It  was  a  horse  to  a  hen  now  in  regard  to  the  verdict. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

THE  VERDICT. 

The  jury  retired  to  deliberate  upon  their  verdict. 

There  was  little  doubt  in  the  minds  of  most  of  the  crowd  in  re- 
gard to  the  decision,  and  even  the  Mormons  could  not  help  admit- 
ting that  they  had  not  made  out  a  very  clear  case  against  the 
prisoner. 

And  as  for  the  Danite  chief,  stern,  black-browed  Long  John 
Clark,  he  was  perplexed.  At  the  beginning  there  hadn't  been  a 
doubt  in  regard  to  Gold  Dan's  guilt,  in  his  opinion,  but  the  testi- 
mony of  the  medical  expert  had  suddenly  opened  his  eyes. 

It  was  plain  that  some  unknown  foe  had  taken  advantage  of 
the  occasion  to  wreak  his  vengeance  upon  the  Mormon  elder, 
rightly  judging  that  in  the  confusion  of  the  moment  the  deed 
would  be  charged  upon  the  plainsman. 

But,  whose  daring  and  cunning  hand  was  it  that  had  laid  the 
Mormon  low? 

Within  the  recesses  of  a  neighboring  saloon  the  jury  had  re- 
tired, everybody,  except  the  barkeeper,  being  turned  out,  and 
that  individual  admonished  to  keep  himself  busy  behind  the  bar, 
and  not  to  watch  the  proceedings  of  the  grave  men  within  whose 
hands  the  sword  of  justice  had  been  placed. 

"  All  right,  gents;  I'll  be  as  dumb  as  an  oyster  and  as  quiet  as 
a  clam,"  the  gentle  compounder  of  mixed  drinks  had  replied,  pro- 
ceeding to  ensconce  himself  under  the  bar,  thushiding  from  sight. 

Six  Mormons  and  six  Gentiles. 

Six  men  strong  in  the  belief  that  Gold  Dan  ought  to  be  strung 
up  at  once  without  mercy,  and  six  equally  as  confident  that  the 
plainsman  was  an  innocent  man. 

It  did  not  talse  many  minutes  to  develop  these  facts. 

One  of  the  jurymen  had  proposed  a  ballot,  and  three  times 
they  had  voted,  the  result  the  same  each  time. 

And  then  the  wrath  of  the-man-from-Red-Dog  burst  forth: 

"Nice  set  of  jurymen  you  air,  you  Mormon  skunks  I  all  on  you 
to  wote  one  way  all  the  time,  you  no-souled,  chicken-gizzarded 
galoots!  Say,  some  one  on  you  come  over  here  and  dig  me  in 
the  ribs,  so  I  kin  kill  him  to  once,  and  then  we'll  stand  six  to  five, 
and  as  the  majority  rules  in  this  hyer  land  of  liberty,  the  five 
will  have  to  gi'n  in  I" 

xi  t^ivJ*  ot  indignant  "Ohs!"  came  from  the  Mormons,  and 
one  tall,  broad-shouidered  cnap  took  it  upon  himself,  despite  the 
weight  and  muscular  build  of  the  Red-Dogite,  to  dare  him  to  in- 
stant conflict. 

"Oh,  hear  this  Gentile  rooster  I"  he  cried,  in  bold  defiance; 
11  don't  you  crow  so  loud  or  maybe  you'll  get  your  comb  cut." 

Dandy  Jim's  voice  was  at  once  for  war.  With  an  agility 
wonderful  for  a  man  of  his  size,  he  danced  up  to  the  defiant 
Mormon,  and  in  the  most  dextrous  manner  smacked  him  in  the 
chops  with  the  flat  of  his  monstrous  hand.  The  force  of  the  slap 
brought  tears  to  the  eyes  of  the  stricken  man,  and  then,  with  a 
howl,  the  Mormon  closed  in  with  the-man-from-Red-Dog,  and  the 
two  combatants  swayed  to  and  fro,  closely  locked  in  each  other's 
arms. 

The  Salt-Lakers  made  a  movement  as  if  they  intended  to  rush 
to  the  assistance  of  their  brother,  but  the  Gentiles,  whipping  out 
their  revolvers,  yelled  for  hem  to  keep  back. 

"Let  'em  alonel  keep  back!  a  fair  fight  and  no  favor!"  cried 
one  of  the  borderers,  and  the  rest  took  up  the  cry. 

"  A  fab-  shake  and  no  favor!" 

Then  up  from  behind  the  bar  rose  the  person  of  the  urbane 
karkeeper,  the  genial  Johnny  Lynch,  a  self-cocking  revolver  in 
each  band. 

"Gentlemen,  I  rise  to  remark,  and  my  meaning  is  plain- 
that,  while  I  despise  interfering  with  any  jury  in  the  world,  I 
would  observe  that  the  tumblers  and  glasses  hyer  cost  a  heap, 
and  if  you're  going  to  commence  to  smash  things  ginerally,  I 
shall  have  to  interfere  with  your  deliberations!" 

But,  there  was  no  danger  of  a  general  row  as  the  barkeeper 
apprehended,  for  the  Gentiles  had  the  advantage  of  the  situation, 
their  weapons  being  out,  and  the  Mormons  hesitated  to  draw, 
knowing  that  their  slightest  movement  in  such  a  direction  would 
Instantly  produce  a  conflict. 

No  match  was  Dandy  Jim's  opponent  for  the  Red-Dog  giant. 
By  a  dextrous  twist  the  Gentile  champion  upset  the  Mormon  and 
bore  him  over  to  the  floor,  and  then,  pressing  his  brawny  knees 
upon  the  broad  chest  of  the  other,  he  held  him  helpless  at  his 
mercy. 

And  the  moment  that  the  Gentile  fairly  got  the  advantage, 
with  a  dextrous  hand  he  drew  the  weapons  of  the  other  from  his 
belt  and  cast  them  away. 

"  Lemme  up!"  growled  the  conquered  man. 

"  Oh,  no,  not  by  a  jug-fullF'  responded  the-man-from-Red-Dog; 
*'  this  hyer  circus  is  jest  a-goin'  to  begin.  I've  got  to  argue  with 
you  I  hate  to  do  it;  but  my  duty  to  my  country  compels  me. 
I  reckon  that  I  wasn't  put  on  this  hyer  jury  for  nothing!  I've 
got  to  convince  you  that  you've  made  a  tarnal  mistake  when  you 
say  that  Gold  Dan  is  guilty !" 

"  So  ho  is!"  growled  the  Mormon,  sulkily. 

Bangt  the  Red-Bogite's  heavy  fist  descended  on  the  fat  nose  of 
the  prostrate  man,  eliciting  from  him  a  most  fiendish  howl. 

"Lot  bias  up  I"  yelled  the  Mormons. 

"Ho,  mm,  tot  'em  argue  too  p>intl"  the  Gentiles  respond** 


And  argue  it  the-man  from-Red-Dog  did,  the  hammered  Mor- 
mon yelling  at  every  blow. 

"Hold  on!"  he  cried  at  last,  unable  to  stand  further  puniskv 
Bent. 

"Do  you  gi'n  in!" 

"Yes — oh,  blazes,  yes!" 

"Is  he  innocent?    Do  yon  vote  not  guiltyf 

"  You  be—" 

"  What?" 

And  the  up-raised,  ponderous  fist  of  the  giant  checked  the  angry 
speech. 

"  Do  you  say  not  guilty?" 

"  I — "  the  beaten  Mormon  glared  at  the  brawny  fist,  felt  the 
smart  of  his  bruises  and  yielded.    "  Yes,  not  guilty." 

The  giant  got  off  the  Mormon,  and  allowed  him  to  get  up. 

"  Now  we  stand  seven  to  five  I"  Dandy  Jim  cried  in  triumph. 
"Ain't  the  rest  of  you  fellers  a-goin'  to  come  over?" 

An  indignant  "No!"  came  from  the  lips  of  the  enraged  Mor 
Boons. 

"Send  out  your  next  man,  then,  to  argue  the  p'int!"  cried 
the  giant,  squaring  himself  for  the  conflict.  "I'm  willing  to  see- 
the thing  through,  and  to  save  time  I'll  take  you  two  little  fellows 
both  at  once." 

Two  of  the  Mormon  jurymen  were  smaller  than  the  rest,  and 
it  was  these  two  that  the  giant  had  singled  out. 

The  Salt-Lakers  looked  blank  at  this  bold  offer. 

' '  Hold  on !"  cried  one  of  them ;  "I  ain't  no  fightin'  man,  I  ain  t, 
and  I  never  heerd  of  a  jury  settbng  sich  a  thing  with  their 
fists." 

"  Come  over  then  to-once  and  then  thar  won't  be  any  need 
to  argue,"  one  of  the  Gentiles  suggested. 

Then  up  popped  the  head  of  the  barkeeper  from  behind  the 

counter. 

"  Gents,  I  heered  of  a  jury  once  that  settled  sich  a  p'int  by  a> 
game  of  keerds." 

This  suggestion  jumped  at  once  with  the  humor  of  both  the 
contending  parties. 

A  requisition  was  at  once  made  upon  the  barkeeper  for  the 
necessary  "papers,"  two  champions  were  chosen,  one  from  eacb 
party,  and  then  they  proceeded  to  arrange  the  conditions;  but 
then  there  came  a  difficulty  at  once.  The  Mormons  contended 
that  if  their  side  won  Dan  must  be  brought  in  guilty,  an  idea 
which  the  Gentiles  laughed  at,  for,  as  they  justly  said,  they  were* 
seven  to  five,  thanks  to  the  one  vote  that  the  brawny  fists  of  the 
Red-Dogite  had  gained,  and  they  must  have  that  fact  taken  into 
account. 

A  wrangle  ensued,  which  seemed  more  than  likely  to  end  in  a- 
free  fight,  when  the  deliberations  were  interrupted  by  a  message 
from  Judge  Lynch,  wanting  to  know  if  they  were  ever  going  tc 
come  to  an  understanding,  for  the  crowd  were  getting  impatient. 

The  Moriuun  jurymen  eagerly  seized  upon  the  opportunity  to 
procure  a  release  from  their  unpleasant  situation. 

"Oh,  no,  we'll  never  agree!" 

"Never  agree!"  echoed  the  chorus. 

"Yes,  we  will;  gi'n  us  timel  I'll  fotch  'em  toitl"  Dandy  Jin*> 

ejaculated,  doubling  up  his  huge  fists. 

But  the  Mormons  took  advantage  of  the  open  door  to  escape. 

"No  verdict,  eh?"  said  Judge  Lynch;  "well  then,  that  bu'sts- 
the  hull  thing.  Dan,  we'll  release  you  on  your  own  responsi- 
bility you're  liable  to  be  fotched  up  ag'in,  you  know." 

And  so  the  trial  ended. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

▲  PUZZL.E. 

With  the  announcement  of  the  judge's  decision  tho  court 
broke  up  and  the  crowd  slowly  dispersed. 

There  were  some  angry  murmurs  among  the  Mormons,  but  a* 
they  looked  upon  John  Clark  as  a  leader,  and  he  made  no  sign 
looking  toward  a  conflict,  they  contented  themselves  with  grumb- 
ling among  themselves. 

The  Duke  of  Corinne  was  perplexed;  he  had  felt  sure  that  Gold 
Dan  had  killed  the  Mormon  and  yet  the  evidence  clearly  proved 
him  innocent  of  tne  deed. 

Clark  slowly  sauntered  away  to  where  his  horse  was  tied  tc» 
a  post,  his  head  bent  down  in  meditation.  The  first  blow  against 
Gold  Dan  had  failed,  and  it  had  cost  too  the  life  of  a  good  stout 
Mormon;  when  and  where  the  next,  and  what  should  be  the 
nature  of  the  second  stroke? 

"  The  fellow  must  be  got  out  of  the  way,"  Clark  muttered, 
as  he  strode  along;  "he  is  a  far  better  man  than  I  thought  he 
was,  and  if  we  are  not  careful  he  will  make  us  trouble  in  the 
future." 

As  Clark  laid  his  hand  upon  the  lariat  by  means  of  which  his 
horse  was  fastened,  a  dark  figure  stole  up  to  his  side. 

Light  as  was  the  footfall  it  caught  the  ear  of  the  Danite  and  he 
turned  quickly,  his  haod  upon  his  revolver,  for  the  suspicion 
flashed  upon  his  mind  that  possibly  the  secret  foe  who  had  laid 
Googer  low  might  have  marked  him  for  a  victim. 

But  at  the  first  glance  the  Danite  recognized  the  dark  form — 
the  Texan,  as  he  called  himself — Jules  Mercado. 

Like  a  watchful  tiger  the  Texan  had  hovered  on  the  edge  of 
the  throng  all  through  the  lynch  trial,  eagerly  waiting  for  « 
chance  to  execute  his  vengeance  upon  his  foe,  but  fortune  did 
not  favor  his  purpose,  and  so  his  design  was  frustrated. 

"  Hello,  is  that  your*  the  Mormon  queried. 

44  Yes;  you  hare  missed  it  to-night, " 

"How  so?" 


Gold  Dan. 
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*»That  fallow  killed  the  man." 

"So  I  think,  but  I  couldn't  prove  it." 

"I  know  him  of  old!"  the  Texan  cried,  hastily,  hit  eyes 
flashing  wildly.  "It  was  always  a  common  trick  of  his  to  carry 
a  derringer  in  his  pocket  and  fire  through  the  cloth  without 
drawing  it;  he  discharged  it  with  his  left  hand;  he  is  as  good 
a  shot  with  his  left  hand  as  with  his  right." 

"The  deuce  he  isl"  the  Dauite  exclaimed,  in  amazement. 
"  Well,  I  never  knew  that  before." 

"Oh,  I  know  the  man  so  well — almost  as  well  as  I  know  my- 
self." 

"Why,  I  understood  that  you  were  a  stranger  in  these  parte." 
*  And  so  I  am." 

**  How  is  it  that  you  know  Gold  Dan,  then?" 

••I  do  not  know  him  under  that  name  but  under  another." 

"I  never  knew  that  he  was  called  anything  else,  and  IVe 
known  him — not  intimately,  but  well  enough  to  say  that  I 
know  him — ever  since  he  first  came  here,  about  five  years  ago." 

"Five  years  ago!"  exclaimed  the  Texan,  in  astonishment. 

"Yes." 

"  And  has  he  been  here  that  long?" 

"  Oh,  yes." 

"But  not  all  the  time?" 

"  Pretty  much  so,  excepting  of  course  when  he  has  been  off  aa 
a  guide  and  scout  to  some  train,  but  never  absent  over  two 
or  three  months  at  the  outside." 

"  Impossible!  there  is  some  mistake  about  the  matter.  I  knew 
the  man  in  California  about  a  year  ago,  lived  in  the  same  town 
with  him  for  over  eight  months,  and  he  was  never  absent  a  week 
at  a  time!" 

The  Danite  shook  his  head. 

"  Oh,  you've  made  some  mistake,  for  just  about  the  time  yon 
mention  he  got  into  a  scrape  down  in  Salt  Lake  City  and  was 
failed  there  for  nearly  five  months — jailed  long  enough  for  his 
opponent,  whom  he  had  cut  oretty  badly  with  a  knife,  to  get 
welL" 

The  Texan  looked  bewildered. 

"  I  am  either  crazy  and  have  lost  my  memory,  or  else  there 
are  two  Gold  Dansl"  he  exclaimed. 

"  Well,  I  never  heard  of  but  one,  and  he's  enough  to  have  round 
loose,"  the  Danite  replied,  in  his  grim  way. 

"  He  killed  that  man  I"  the  Texan  protested,  abruptly. 
"  I  think  so,"  and  the  Danite  gathered  up  the  reins  of  hie 
horse,  preparat'-  '    "ing  into  the  saddle. 

"What  are  a  * -V" 

"Is  tbat  "jv  'mui 

.     •.J>i>  the  many   speeches    it  MHjnMHPN  «0  ireel; 

•       <•  *  ^         xeiii  isq  !.  :«r  >''': 


rteeup 
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*te  .  :.ite  aaswereu,  "ami  um-  eiuurs  have  a  saying,  u>o,  tua*; 
•he  that  taketh  up  the  sword  shall  perish  by  the  sword,'  but  it 
must  come  all  in  good  time;  we  can't  carry  matters  now  with 
the  same  high  hand  that  we  used  to.  The  Gentiles  are  too 
atroag,  and  when  we  smite  them  now,  they  smite  back.  The 
fellow  has  had  a  fair  trial,  and  wo  couldn't  prove  he  did  the 
deed.  He's  a  marked  man,  though,  for  all  of  that;  he  might 
••well  get  his  coffin  ready;  he'll  need  it." 

"Clark,  either  that  man  or  myself  must  die;  we  can't  breathe 
the  same  air  and  live!"  cried  the  Texan,  his  eyes  blazing,  and  he 
tiesnhling  all  over  with  nervous  excitement. 

"Hallo,  hallo!"  exclaimed  the  Danite,  surveying  the  speaker 
In  astonishment;  "what's  come  over  you?  Have  you  been  drink- 
ing?" 

J* No,  no!  it  is  fire  in  my  veins,  not  liquor!"  the  Texan  replied, 
sickly.  "  I  tell  you  either  this  man  or  I  must  die.  His  pres- 
•nee  poisons  the  air  for  me!" 

"You  mean  Gold  Dan?"  the  Mormon  asked,  unable  to  under- 
stand the  meaning  of  this  strange  excitement,  and  still  inclining 
te  the  belief  that  the  Texan  had  been  drinking  too  freely. 

"Yes,  Gold  Dan,  as  you  call  him,  but  I  know  him  under 
another  name — under  two  other  names,  and  neither  one  is  rightly 
Mm  own.  He  has  as  many  names  as  any  horse-thief  on  the 
herder,  and  as  many  lives  as  a  cat,  but  I've  marked  him  for  my 
prey,  and  by  Heaven,  I'll  kill  him  before  he  is  a  week  older!" 

"You  had  better  be  careful  that  he  don't  kill  you,"  the 
Panite  observed,  gravely.  "This  man  is  no  greenhorn;  I'm 
not  in  the  habit  of  taking  water  much,  and  the  time  has  been 
w*wn  I've  run  this  town,  but  I'm  not  over-anxious  to  tackle 
this  fellow  single-handed.  I'm  not  on  the  look-out  for  a  tomb- 
stone at  present.    We've  terribly  underrated  this  man." 

"  Is  he  more  than  mortal,  then,  that  he  cannot  die?"  the  Texan 
*ried,  in  contempt. 

"  Oh,  no,  but  the  man  that  makes  trouble  with  him  might 
«s  well  make  his  will  beforehand  so  as  to  be  prepared  for  acci- 
dents." 

"Listen  to  me!"  persisted  the  Texan,  in  his  quick,  excitable 
way.  "I  know  you  Mormons  well;  the  Destroying  Angels  still 
Kdst,  and  report  says  that  you  are  their  chief.  This  man  has  de- 
led your  laws,  tampered  with  your  women  and  killed  one  of 
your  brothers;  you  have  decreed  his  death!  I  am  as  sure  of  it 
as  though  I  sat  in  council  and  heard  the  sentence.  I  will  take 
the  job  off  your  hands,  for  I  hunggr  for  his  blood;  his  life  be- 
longs to  raei  I  have  fled  from  him,  put  miles  of  solid  earth 
between  us,  leagues  of  rushing  water,  and  yet  still  he  follows  me. 
1  will  fly  no  morel  I  will  turn  upon  and  rend  him  asthe  hunted 
Have  to  the  jungle  turns  upon  and  slays  the  bloodhound  follow- 
ing without  mercy  upon  his  track  I  All  I  ask  of  you  is  protection  I 
'mean  to  kill  this  man  secretly  if  I  can,  openly  if  I  must;  and 
-•hen,  when  red-handed  I  fly,  where  can  I  find  shelter?" 
-t  ^?^to  my  den  1x1  fche  hiUs'"  ^Plied  the  Danite,  promptly. 

I  will  keep  a  horse  saddled  and  bridled  always  ready  for  vou. 
-toy  and  night    Push  right  for  Salt  Lake  City.    I  will  attach  In- 


structions for  you  to  the  flap  of  the  saddle,  and  make  arrange- 
ments  so  that  you  will  be  provided  with  fresh  horses  at  the  pro- 
per places.  The  password  will  be  '  John  Lee,'  and  once  safe  at 
his  ranch,  in  Southern  Utah,  not  even  the  United  States 
government  could  reach  you  1" 

"  Prepare  all,  at  once,  for  I  shall  strike  the  blow  at  the  first 
opportunity."    And  then  the  Texan  glided  away. 

"The  fellow  is  crazy,  but  there's  method  in  li£s  aa&diiess,* 
Clark  muttered. 


CHAPTER  XVL 


▲    SHREWD  SCHEME. 


The  setting  6un  was  slowly  sinking  behind  the  far-cff  western 
peaks  to  its  bed  in  the  great  Pacific  Ocean. 

Its  last  red  rays  fell  full  upon  a  little  group  seated  by  the 
door  of  the  Bear  River  Fairy's  shanty,  that  is  if  two  humans  mi 
be  with  correctness  termed  a  group. 

Seated  upon  a  projecting  bowlder,  busily  engaged  in  sewiiag, 
was  the  fairy  in  person,  pretty  Polly  Pickles,  while  resting  upon 
the  sward  close  by,  his  arms  caressing  his  legs,  with  his  knees 
drawn  up  to  meet  his  chin,  was  the  odd,  peculiar  old  man  kiicwn 
far  and  wide  as  Old  Joe  Cripples. 

For  a  long  time  old  Joe  had  lived  in  the  Bear  river  region; 
he  had  seen  the  town  of  Corinne  grow  from  a  single  house  iwto 
its  present  metropolitan  dimensions. 

We  use  the  word  "  metropolitan  "  in  its  Californian  sense,  for 
in  that  wonderful  golden  land  every  thriving  mining-camp  that 
promises  fair  to  outstrip  its  immediate  neighbors  is  termed  a 
metropolis. 

And  old  Joe  had  always  looked  the  same  in  the  memory  of  the 
earliest  inhabitant 

Gaunt  in  stature  and  thin  in  flesh,  white-haired  and  (  jay- 
bearded;  the  hair  thin  and  the  beard  scrubby;  the  face  a  peculiar 
one,  the  nose  broker,  and  curved  like  an  eagle's  beak,  the  small 
gray  eyes  deep-sunken  in  the  head  and  half-hid  by  projecting 
eyebrows. 

His  right  leg,  misshapen  and  deformed,  at  first  sight  seemed 
useless,  and  this  infirmity  had  given  him  bis  nickname  of  Cripples, 
which  had  completely  swallowed  up  his  own  original  name,  that 
Is  if  he  had  ever  had  any,  a  fact  which  he  bluntly  denied  •>  : 
_d  upon  the  subject. 
;ripple<>  '•-  mv  nana"  h" 


Cripples,  an'  nothin'  eisi 

I  want  with  another  nai  _  i  »  yer  ujn-»j 

obleeged  to  use  it;  so  tot 3  yerself  somewhar  elsel"  ' 

And  all  this  uttered  in  a  peculiar  shrill  squeal  strangely  unlike 
the  usual  tones  of  a  human  voice. 

Cripples  was  strangely  reserved,  too,  as  to  where  he  had  come 
from  and  how  long  he  had  lived  in  the  Bear  river  valley.  As  far 
back  as  the  memory  of  the  oldest  Mormons  in  the  neighborhood 
extended,  the  men  who  had  followed  the  lead  of  the  prophet 
Brigham  Young,  across  the  trackless  wilderness,  after  the  bloody 
business  at  Nauvoo,  to  the  "promised  land"  beside  the  Great 
Salt  Lake,  Joe  Cripples  had  existed. 

Then  as  now  an  old  man  crippled  and  living— no  one  knew 
how. 

But  the  old  man  was  not  half  so  badly  disabled  as  he  pretended 
to  be.  When  he  chose  to  exert  himself  he  could  get  over  the 
ground  at  pretty  rapid  speed,  and  keep  it  up  for  a  considerable 
distance  too;  and  then,  as  far  as  riding  was  concerned,  he  was  a 
regular  Indian.  He  owned  a  sorry  little  Indian  pony,  a  poor 
enough  beast  to  look  at,  and  which  no  sane  man  would  have 
been  willing  to  give  ten  dollars  for,  but  like  a  singed  cat  the  hors* 
was  far  better  than  he  looked,  and  was  in  reality  a  wonderfully 
tough  little  animal. 

And  so,  thanks  to  the  horse,  old  Joe  Cripples  was  far  from 
being  a  stay-at-home. 

Most  people  who  were  acquainted  with  the  old  man  believed 
that  he  was  slightly  touched  in  the  upper  story;  if  not  really 
crazy,  yet  not  altogether  in  his  right  mind;  and  then,  again 
there  were  a  few  sage  men  who  would  shake  their  heads  wisely 
whenever  old  Cripples  became  the  subject  of  conversation,  and 
intimate  with  considerable  force  that  they  believed  the  oiu'  man 
to  be  more  knave  than  fool. 

And  these  men  who  believed  this  were  chiefly  Mormons,  who 
suspected  evil  in  the  old  man  because  he  had  no  particular  way 
»f  gaining  a  living,  and  yet  managed  to  exist 

And  how  the  girl  Polly  had  come  to  live  with  the  old  man 
was  mystery  two. 

In  the  old  time  during  the  early  settlement  of  the  Salt  Lake 
valley,  the  old  fellow  had  had  no  companion,  but  the  girl  had 
appeared  during  the  last  ten  years,  and  Cripples,  when  questioned 
in  regard  to  her,  had  bluntly  told  the  questioners  to  mind  their 
own  business;  "the  gal"  was  "his'n,"  and  that  was  enough. 

But  since  the  advent  of  the  girl,  and  her  growth  to  w  oman- 
hood, it  was  noticed  that  the  old  chap  had  a  great  many  more 
visitors  than  in  the  past.  Men — generally  young  men  with  an 
eye  for  a  pretty  girl — would  go  a  mile  or  two  out  of  their  way 
in  o^der  to  pass  the  solitary  cabin  by  the  river,  and  since  Polly 
had  set  up  for  a  doctress,  thanks  to  the  knowledge  of  herbs  and 
such  like  simple  remedies  imparted  to  ber  by  the  old  man,  she  had 
no  reason  to  complain  of  lack  of  patronage. 

With  his  little  keen  eyes  the  old  man  had  been  intently  watch- 
ing the  face  of  the  girl  as  she  bent  over  her  sewing.  [t  was 
plain  that  UDusual  thoughts  were  in  his  mind. 

"  Polly  1"  cried  he,  abruptly,  in  the  shrill  squeal  peeahar  tt 
(um. 
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"Yes,  granddad,"  replied  the  girl;  so  she  generally  termed 
him. 

"  Wasn't  Long  John  Clark  here  again  to-day?" 
The  girl  looked  astonished. 

"Why,  how  did  you  know  that,  granddad?    You  were  away." 

"Mebbe  I  was  an'  mebbe  I  wasn't,"  granddad  replied,  rocking 
himself  to  and  fro  as  he  spoke.  "  But,  hyer  or  not  hyer,  I  gin- 
erally  have  my  eyes  onto  this  spot.  Don't  you  know  who  thin 
John  Clark  is,  gal?" 

"  Why  yes,  of  course;  he's  one  of  the  Mormons." 

"He's  wuss  than  a  Mormon  I"  cried  the  old  fellow,  with  ve- 
hemence; "he's  a  dirty  hound  who  sells  himself  for  a  Mormon, 
tool.  He's  the  head  boss  of  the  Destroying  Angels,  the  Danitor. 
the  bloody  fiends  whose  hands  are  red  with  the  blood  of  innocent 
men,  and  wimen,  and  leetle  children  even  I  When  old  Brighanx 
crooks  his  finger  at  a  man  and  says  he  must  be  put  out  of  the 
way,  these  hounds  do  the  work;  but  thar's  vengeance  a-waitin' 
fur  all  of  'em.  The  vultures  up  in  the  pine-trees  are  w'etting 
their  beaks  for  Long  John  Clark  They're  hungry  for  him; 
they  want  to  tear  and  rend!  He's  given  'em  many  a  meal — he 
an' his  bloody  band,  an'  now  they  want  to  get  at  him  I  Oh  I  he's 
big  aa'  strong  an'  he's  the  Duke  of  Corinne,  but  big  as  he  is  an' 
strong  as  he  is,  death  will  be  locked  right  home  to  him  one  ol 
these  days!" 

"  Oh,  daddy,  I  wouldn't  talk  that  way,"  the  girl  protested. 

She  was  used  to  these  outburst!  *f  passion  against  the  Mormons, 
whom  the  old  man  hated  bitterly,  although  he  seldom  expressed 
has  feelings  openly. 

•kI  tell  yer  the  vultures  'way  up  in  the  tree-tops  are  a-sharpen- 
ta'  their  claws  for  him,  an'  they'll  sock  it  to  him  'fore  long. 
What  did  he  want  hyer,  hey  ?" 

"Oh,  he  merely  stopped  to  say  good-day,  and  asked  If  I  could 
give  him  a  bit  of  salve  for  a  slight  cut  he  had  on  his  hand,"  the 
girl  replied. 

"Ah!  the  vultures  will  cut  him  pooty  soon,  an'  no  salve  In 
thn  hyer  world  will  do  him  the  least  bit  of  good!"  old  Cripplei 
eri  d  in  an  angry  squeal.  "He  don't  com?  for  no  salve,  gal; 
he  comes  to  spy  arter  me,  that's  w'at  he's  alter.  Say,  didn't  he 
ax  any  questions?" 

"Yes,  he  asked  where  you  were." 

"Aha!  I  know'd  it — I  told  you  sol  An'  wat  did  you  say!" 

"  I  told  him  that  you  were  away." 
"  An'  he  axed  whar  I  had  gone,  hevt" 

M^es,hed;  -  " 

i  U  have         air  '  *"  0    "  that's  ad  he  came  artcr,  to  rnv 


would.     betray  nu,  wi-uiw  you.,-.-.*?'    ..  ~       •  ~<2l.i-., 
old  man  w'at  brought  you  up  an'  took  care  on  you  when  thar 
warn't  nobody  else  on  this  hyer  footstool  for  to  even  stretch  out 
•  hand  for  to  help  you?" 

The  girl  was  not  surprised  at  this.  Cripples  was  possessed  of 
an  idea  that  he  had  some  important  secrets  and  that  every- 
body who  tarried  a  moment  in  passing  by  the  shanty  had  no 
other  purpose  but  to  play  the  spy  on  him 

"Why,  of  course,  daddy,  I  wouldn't  say  a  word  to  harm  you, 
but  fie  never  seemed  anyway  anxious  to  find  out  anything  about 
you." 

The  sound  of  a  horse's  hoofs  suddenly  interrupted  the  conver- 
sation, and  looking  down  the  river  they  beheld  the  Mormon  elder, 
Biddeman,  approaching. 


CHAPTER  XVH 

ENTRAPPED. 

Thi  Mormon  was  mounted  on  one  steed  and  led  another,  and 
from  the  sweaty  hides  of  both  the  brutes  it  was  evident  that  he 
bad  riddea  hard. 

"  Talk  of  the  devil,"  muttered  the  old  man,  in  a  most  decidedly 
uncomplimentary  manner  as  the  Mormon  elder  rode  up.  It  was 
plain  that  that  individual  did  not  stand  very  high  in  old  Crip- 
ples's  estimation. 

"  Polly,  I've  got  a  case  for  you,"  said  the  elder,  as  he  halted 
before  the  shanty.  "My  housekeeper  has  got  the  fever  bad,  and 
•bet  raving  like  a  lunatic  I've  brought  •  horse  for  you,  and  1 
want  you  to  come  right  down  and  see  her;  I  know  that  you  can 
oure  her  if  anybody  can." 

"One  of  your  wives  sick,  he  r?"  demanded  Cripples,  very  deaf 
now  as  he  always  pretended  to  be  whenever  strangers  were 
around. 

"No,  I  hav'n't  any  wife!"  yelled  the  Mormon,  annoyed  at 
the  remark.    "  I  hav'n't  any  wife  at  all!" 

"Oh,  the  tall  one!  Lemme  see,  is  she  your  fourth  or  fifth 
wife?"  persisted  the  old  man. 

"I  tell  you  that  I  hav'n't  any  wife!"  cried  Biddeman,  get- 
ting.red  in  the  face. 

"  Wa-al,  you  won't  miss  one  wife  when  you've  got  a  hull  grist 
en  'em.  I  remember  jes'  as  well  as  kin  be  when  you  got  hitched 
to  the  furst  one.  That  was  nigh  to  ten  years  ago,  warn't  it, 
elder?  an' I  reckon  you've  got  sealed,  as  you  Mormons  call  it,  to 
•  new  gal  'bout  every  year  since  that  time.  It  'pears  to  me 
you  took  two  gals  one  year;  I  don't  'actly  remember;  but  you 
must  have  nigh  onto  a  dozen  wifes  now  'stid  of  five.  How  many 
children  hev  you  got  onto  your  ranch,  anyway?" 

The  elder  turned  away  in  disgust;  he  didn't  relish  this  expose 
«C  his  matrimonial  affairs. 

"This  old  idiot  ought  to  be  put  Into  the  lunatic  asylum,  whera 
b*  belong*,"  he  muttered. 


The  girl  could  not  help  smiling  at  the  discomi 
mon,  and,  woman-like,  she  could  not  resist  the  tempi 
ing  the  elder  a  sly  dig. 

"  Why,  Mr.  Biddeman,  have  you  really  got  twelve  wiveaf  the 
inquired.    "  I  thought  that  you  said  you  were  not  married?" 

"  I  am  not,  at  present,"  he  explained.  "I  was  married  about 
ten  years  ago;  that  is  what  the  old  man  remembers,  but  the  lady 
har.  been  dead  some  time  now." 

"And  you  hav'n't  got  eleven  other  wives?" 

"No,  my  dear!"  Biddeman  exclaimed,  indignantly.  "Hav'nt 
1  often  told  you  that  you  mustn't  believe  these  stories!  They  are 
all  Gentile  lies.  The  Gentiles  can't  speak  the  truth  when  they  talk 
about  us  Latter-day  Saints;  it  is  a  moral  impossibility.  But 
come,  won't  you  please  hurry?  The  poor  creature  was  suffering 
terribly  when  I  came  away.  My  ranch  is  only  about  fifteen  miles 
away;  we  can  ride  there  in  no  time,  and  I'll  see  you  safely  back 
home  again." 

The  request  was  a  temptation  to  the  girl;  for  the  last  four 
or  five  months  the  Mormon  had  been  a  persistent  suitor  for  her 
i'avor,  and  though  old  Cripples  stoutly  insisted  that  the  elder 
was  a  very  much-married  man,  the  "saint"  as  strongly  denied 
the  soft  imputation  and  declared  that  he  was  both  heart  and  fancy 
tree,  so  that  she  really  was  piqued  to  know  what  was  the  truth. 
Not  that  she  cared  in  the  least  for  the  fat  and  rather  ancient 
elder,  but  her  curiosity  was  excited  to  learn  the  truth. 

No  thought  of  danger  crossed  her  mind  despite  the  terrible 
stories  sbe  had  heard  in  regard  to  the  Mormons  and  their  tools, 
the  Danites,  the  fearful  white  savages  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake, 
a  body  of  men  whose  atrocious  deeds  would  put  to  the  blust 
the  acts  of  any  red  Indians  from  the  Missouri  to  the  Pacifia 
slope. 

Here  was  a  chance  to  solve  all  doubts,  at  the  same  time  to  ease 
the  suffering  woman  stretched  helpless  upon  a  sick  bed. 

"  I'll  be  ready  in  five  minutes!''  exclaimed  the  young  doctresa, 
and  she  hurried  into  the  house  to  dress  for  the  journey  and  to- 
put  up  some  simple  medicines. 

There  was  a  shrewd  twinkle  in  the  dull,  piglike  eyes  of  the- 
Mormon  as  he  watched  the  door  close  behind  the  light  figure, 
and  it  was  with  difficulty  that  he  repressed  an  exultant  smile. 

The  old  man  had  watched  him  closely,  and  now,  rising  froia 
his  seat,  ho  hobbled  up  to  him. 

"  Say,  squire,  whar  air  you  goin'  to  take  the  gal?" 

"To my  ranch;  housekeeper's  sick,"  bawled  the  elder  at  th» 
•■op  of  his  lungs,  determined  to      ""r'wsto.x1  "-his  time. 

"  B  gtT    ;"  *•  *now  if 'itey  werTT 

come  to  an  understanding,  for  the  crowd  were  gettb*  * 

I"  e  Mormon  jorvraan  eagerlv  seiz?d  noor  the  opdmuHsH 
procure  a     *»     peculiar  >  w-  .»  A,  .  l  as  be  wu 

.  -e  simple  question,  and  ;he  "Mormon  elder  loo*ea  ui>  him  to 
astonishment.    There  was  hidden  menace  in  it. 

"  Well,  that  depends." 

The  old  man  nodded  his  head  to  show  that  he  understood, 
although  the  elder  had  not  spoken  loudly,  and  he  regarded  the 
saint  in  a  way  that  much  excited  the  astonishment  of  the  elder,, 
for  there  certainly  was  a  threatening  look  in  the  old  man's  eyes. 

"  Yes,  that  depends,"  the  Mormon  repeated,  just  a  little  absent- 
minded,  for  the  peculiar  look  perplexed  him. 

"  'Pends  upon  w'at?"  questioned  Cripples,  shortly. 

"Oh,  upon  a  good  many  things,"  the  Mormon  answered,  care- 
lessly. '  "  The  sick  person  may  be  so  low  as  to  require  constant 
care,  and  in  such  a  case,  of  course  Polly  would  prefer  to  stay 
•    even  for  two  or  three  days." 

"Yes,  I  see." 

The  words  were  well  enough,  and  old  Cripples  nodded  his 
head  in  the  most  innocent  way,  but  to  the  Mormon's  ideas  thera 
was  a  baleful  light  in  those  old  eyes. 

"  So  you  needn't  be  alarmed,  even  if  she  don't  come  back 
right  away,"  the  elder  continued.  "  I'd  look  out  for  her  and  sea 
that  she  comes  to  no  harm." 

"All  right,"  and  the  old  man  nodded  his  head  again,  just 
as  if  he  was  perfectly  satisfied;  but  still  there  was  that  steel-like 
gleam  in  his  deeply  sunken  eyes.  "Yes,  it'a  all  right,"  h» 
repeated.  "I  shan't  worry  if  she  don't  come  back  right  away. 
I  ain't  afeard  of  anybody  a-harmin'  her.  She's  got  one  mighty 
Dig  friend,  an'  I  reckon  that  even  yon  Mormons,  Destroyin 
Angels  an'  all,  won't  car'  to  rub  ag'in'  him." 

The  elder  looked  at  the  speaker  in  astonishment.  He  though!! 
the  old  man  had  one  of  his  crazy  fits  coming  on.  It  was  commonly 
believed  that  old  Cripples  was  out  of  his  head  half  the  time. 

"Well,  that's  good!  I'm  glad  to  hear  it.  Who  is  this  friend 
you  speak  of  ?— yourself,  eh?" 

"  Me!"  cried  the  old  chap,  in  a  tone  of  contempt. 
Just  a  worm  a-crawlin'  over  the  earth  1" 

"  Who  is  it,  then?" 

"  Her  Father  that  art  in  heaven !"  said  Cripples,  solemnly,  poln 
tag  upward  with  his  skinny  finger.    "  Don't  try  any  gum-gam 
onto  her,  poor  little  child,  or  mebbe  the  Lord  will  send  an  an 
with  a  flaming  sword  fur  to  right  the  wrong  1"  and  then  the 
man  hobbled  away. 

The  Mormon  watched  him  while  he  resumed  his  former  positiow 
among  the  bowlders  and  sunk  his  head  down  again  between  hie 
knees  The  elder  hardly  knew  what  to  make  of  it.  The  words 
affected  him  strangely,  although  he  tried  to  laugh  them  a  way  as 
the  aimless  wanderings  of  a  crack-brained  old  man;  but  the 
Mormon,  like  nearly  all  ignorant,  brutal  men,  was  terribly  super- 
stitious, and  for  a  moment  it  seemed  to  him  as  if  the  warning  ha 
had  received  had  come  from  a  supernatural  source,  and  ha  • 
wavered  in  his  purpose;  but  even  as  he  debated  the  question  in 
his  mind,  Polly  came  from  the  shanty  equipped  for  the  ride,  and 
the  sight  of  the  fresh  young  girl,  perfect  in  form  *nd  lovely  m 
the  face,  put  at  once  to  flight  his  doubts. 
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"IH  have  her,  though  I  peril  hell  in  the  attempt!"  he  muttered 
between  his  firm-set  teeth. 

"I'm  ready.  Good-by,  granddad!"  she  exclaimed,  advancing 
toward  the  horses. 

The  elder  alighted  in  order  to  assist  her  to  mount,  but  with  a 
spring  as  light  and  agile  as  a  bird's  she  sprung  into  the  saddle. 

"No  need  to  assist  me,  elder!"  she  cried  gayly.  "I  can  ride 
like  an  Injun,  and  as  well  without  a  saddle  as  with  one!" 

"  So  I  see,"  replied  the  Mormon,  remounting. 

"Good-by,  granddad !"  again  exclaimed  the  girl,  waving  her 
hand  to  the  old  man  as  she  rode  away. 

Biddeman  also  took  a  glance  at  Cripples,  but  the  old  man  did 
not  seem  to  pay  any  attention  to  either  of  them. 
,      "  What  a  fool  I  was  to  allow  myself  to  heed  the  words  of  that 
old  idiot!"  the  elder  muttered.    "  Once  in  my  ranch  she's  mine 

•  past  all  redemption." 

CHAPTER  XVIII. 

A    JEALOUS  WOMAN. 

The  moment  the  trial  was  ended,  and  Judge  Lynch  had  de- 
clared the  prisoner  to  be  a  free  man,  there  was  an  eager  rush 
i  forward  on  the  part  of  the  townsmen  to  congratulate  the  borderer. 
They  regarded  Gold  Dan  in  the  light  of  a  champion.   To  slay  a 

•  Mormon — for  a  great  many  of  them  really  believed  that  the 

•  plainsman  had  had  some  hand  in  Googer'3  downfall,  despite  the 
.  evidence  to  the  contrary — was  no  crime  in  their  eyes.    Too  long 

the  Mormon  bullies,  aided  by  their  bravo  confederates,  the  white 
i  savages,  the  terrible  Danites,  had  lorded  it  over  the  men  of 
Corinne;  but  it  was  plain  now  that  the  days  of  the  rule  of  the 
',  Latter-Day  Saints  had  ended.    A  single  man  had  disputed  then- 
power — braved  their  anger  and  lived  to  boast  of  it. 

Foremost  among  the  throng  was  the  giant  from  Red  Dog. 
,  "I  know'd  it!"  he  cried,  vociferously.  "  Untold  wealth  would 
I  hev  lavished  upon  a  bet  that  you  would  git  clear  an'  be  able 
to  grin  in  the  faces  of  these  durned  heathens,  who  gobble  all  the 
gals  up  an'  make  'em  skeerce  in  the  market,  an'  we  free,  native- 
born  white  men  hev  to  go  without!"  And  then  the  giant  glared 
around,  eager  to  discover  some  Mormon  brave  willing  to  dispute 
his  words,  but  the  Saints  had  already  begun  to  make  themselves 
Scarce.  They  had  got  the  idea  into  their  heads  that  Corinne 
wasn't  a  very  healthy  place  fdr  the  followers  of  Prophet  Brigham 
just  about  that  time,  and  they  had  not  stood  upon  ceremony, 
but  had  mounted  their  horses  and  "lit  out" — to  use  the  terse 
westernism. 

"  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you,  indeed,"  the  plainsman  said, 
in  reply  to  the  many  speeches  of  congratulation  go  freely 
bSStGU"£u  upcr  u*JSi;  "a  'ranger  in  a  strange  land — "and  then 
he  suddenly  hesitated. 

"  Bully  for  you!"  sung  out  the  Red-Dogite,  always  ready  to 
,  applaud. 

"And,  friends,  if  you  will  join  me  in  a  social  glass  at  the 
Castle  of  Durango,  I  shall  esteem  it  an  honor,"  the  plainsman 
said,  taking  a  fresh  tack,  and  one  that  impressed  the  crowd  more 
than  the  highest  burst  of  eloquence  could  have  done. 

There  was  an  immediate  movement  in  the  direction  of  the 
Mexican  saloon  on  the  part  of  the  crowd,  while  Gold  Dan  and 
the-man-from-Red-Dog  gracefully  brought  up  the  rear. 

In  the  saloon,  which  was  densely  crowded,  for  all  the  town 
were  quite  ready  to  drink  at  the  expense  of  the  plainsman — or 
at  anybody  else's  invitation  for  the  matter  of  that — Dan  tossed 
a  gold-piece — "  a  good  solid  ten  dollars!"  as  Dandy  Jim  afterward 
observed,  when  describing  the  events  of  the  night — on  the  bar, 
and  requested  that  liquid  refreshments  be  freely  dispensed  for 
"  the  benefit  of  the  crowd  at  large.  Then  somebody  proposed 
"three  cheers  for  the  man  that  wasn't  af eared  to  stand  up 
ag'in' the  Mormon  galoots!"  The  cheers  were  given  with  a  will, 
the  borderer  gracefully  pledging  the  crowd  in  a  glass  of  cham- 
pagne. At  the  time  of  which  we  write,  champagne  flowed  as 
freely  almost  as  beer  in  all  the  "first-class"  saloons  in  Corinne, 
and  was  sold  at  the  same  price — twenty-five  cents  per  glass. 
.  Dan  now  took  advantage  of  the  general  rush  at  the  bar,  and  the 
confusion  attending  it,  to  make  his  escape  through  a  side  door. 

His  absence  was  soon  discovered,  and  a  chorus  of  regret  arose, 
but  the  Red-Dogite  excused  the  act  by  explaining  that  the  plains- 
man was  a  good  little  man,  but  couldn't  hold  much  fire-water, 
but  as  for  himself,  he,  the  son  of  Red  Dog's  famous  town,  could 
eet  'em  up  all  night,'  and  he  should  consider  it  his  duty  to  represent 
his  friend  in  his  absence,  and  so  the  merriment  proceeded  without 
abatement. 

It  was  the  first  time  that  the  Mormon  gang  had  ever  been 
hacked  down  in  the  streets  of  Corinne,  and  the  inhabitants  felt 
inclined  to  celebrate  the  notable  event. 

Outside  the  door  Gold  Dan  came  face  to  face  with  Katherine 
of  Durango,  the  Monte  Queen,  who,  through  the  window,  had 
been  watching  the  scene. 

"  You  had  a  narrow  escape  to-night,"  she  observed. 

"  Yes,  but  a  miss  is  a  good  as  a  mile,  you  know?" 

"  It  was  a  strange  thing — the  death  of  the  Mormon,"  the  girl 
persisted,  surveying  Dan  searchingly  with  her  brilliant  eyes 
as  she  spoke. 

"Yes,  very  strange." 

"A  friend  in  need  is  a  friend  indeed,  they  say,  and  surely  you 
oan  count  the  hand  that  fired  that  shot  the  hand  of  a  friend,  for 
it  came  in  good  time." 

The  fearless  tone  in  which  the  girl  spoke  excited  the  plains- 
man's suspicions. 

"  Do  you  know  who  fired  the  shot?"  he  asked,  abruptly. 

"No;  how  should  I?" 

"I  fancied  from  your  tone  that  you  did." 

"No,  but  you  surely  know." 
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"Jndeed  I  do  not." 

"  Is  that  the  truth?"    Evidently  the  girl  doubted. 

"Oh,  yes;  when  you  come  to  know  me  better  you  will  find 
that  my  word  is  generally  to  be  depended  upon,"  the  plainsman 
replied,  in  his  easy,  careless  way.  "Audi  do  not  fully  agree 
with  you  in  regard  to  the  shot  being  the  act  of  a  friend,  for  the 
effect  of  it  was  to  lay  me  open  to  the  suspicion  of  having  killed 
the  Mormon  in  an  underhand  and  cowardly  manner.  As  Heaven 
is  my  judge,  I  sought  not  his  life,  and  even  when  I  faced  him, 
revolver  in  hand,  I  did  not  intend  to  do  him  serious  injury.  I 
am  generally  pretty  quick  on  the  trigger,  and  about  as  good  a 
shot  as  you  can  scare  up  west  of  the  Missouri,  although  I  do 
say  it  myself.  I  reckoned  that  I  could  get  first  fire,  and  I 
intended  to  wing  the  fellow  and  disable  him,  for  I  wasn't  anxious 
for  him  to  plug  me,  for  these  greenhorns  do  make  a  mistake 
once  in  a  while,  and  succeed  in  hitting  their  man." 

"I  saw  where  the  shot  came  from!"  the  Queen  exclaim*!, 
abruptly. 

"  You  did?    Where  was  it  from?"  • 

"From  behind  a  horse-shed  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way.  I 
happened  to  glance  in  that  direction  at  the  very  instant  the  shot 
was  fired,  and  I  saw  the  little  puff  of  white  smoke  curl  upward 
on  the  air.  I  believed  that  it  came  from  a  friend  of  yours,  and 
so  I  held  my  tongue  about  the  matter." 

"  Well,  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  consideration, 
but  as  it  has  turned  out,  it  was  about  the  worst  thing  that  you 
could  have  done.  No  friend  of  mine  fired  that  shot,  but  some 
secret  enemy  of  the  Mormon,  who  took  advantage  of  the  oppor- 
tunity to  wreak  safe  vengeance  upon  his  foe." 

"What  became  of  the  Mormon  woman  that  ran  away  with 
you?"  Katherine  questioned,  suddenly. 

"Upon  my  soul  I  don't  know!  No  Mormon  woman  or  a»y 
other  woman  ever  ran  away  with  me!" 

"Oh,  it  is  useless  to  deny  the  truth !"  the  girl  cried,  bitterly, 
"  and  I  was  a  born  fool  to  believe  that  you  ever  cared  anything 
for  me." 

The  plainsman  looked  surprised.  It  was  quite  evident  that  he 
was  not  prepared  for  this  accusation. 

"I  was  a  fool  to  believe  it,  for  I  had  heard  often  enough  that 
you  were  as  false  and  fickle  as  the  wind." 

"Ye — yes,"  the  borderer  was  embarrassed,  and  no  wonder, 
for  it  is  no  joke  to  face  an- angry,  jealous  woman. 

"And  it  is  true,  too!" 

"Oh,  no!" 

"Oh,  yes;  you  told  me  that  you  had  lost  your  heart  within 
the  Castle  of  Durango,  and  the  very  next  day  yoT  ran  awsy- 
with  this  Mcrn.on  waraaa;  Uu|  you  have  chpnged;  too;  you  are 
not  at  all  the  same  man;  you  look  like  the  old  Gold  Dan,  and 
talk  like  bim,  but  you  are  twenty  times  his  better.  What  has 
changed  you?" 

The  plainsman  laughed. 

"  You  do  not  answer." 

"  How  can  I?  Time  changes  all  things,  all  men,  but  as  far  as 
regards  the  Mormon  lady,  I  deny  the  soft  impeachment.  The- 
Gold  Dan  who  now  addresses  you  never  ran  off  with  any  Mormon 
woman — don't  care  much  for  women,  anyway,  for  to  him  they 
have  ever  brought  ill-luck." 

"And  yet,  to-night,  there  was  one  woman  willing  to  brave 
all  the  rage  of  the  Mormons  to  save  or  avenge  you.  If  your 
opponent'3  ball  had  struck  you,  I  would  have  shot  him  on  the 
spot!" 

"  Katherine,  Katherine!"  cried  Castana's  harsh  voice. 

"It  is  my  father!"  she  exclaimed,  hastily;  " he  must  not  see 
us  together,  or  it  will  bring  more  trouble  upon  you.  Adieu!" 
and  then  she  hurried  into  the  house,  leaving  the  plainsman  con- 
siderably astonished. 

"  In  the  name  of  goodness  is  there  anything  else  that  Gold  Dan 
has  done?"  he  cried,  as  he  strode  away. 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

A    STRANGE  WARNING. 

Straight  to  the  shanty  which  served  him  for  quarters  tha 
plainsman  proceeded. 

On  his  arrival  in  town  he  had  sought  accommodations  af 
the  principal  hotel,  bbt  the  town  was  crowded  with  strangers 
attracted  thither  by  the  near  approach  of  the  Iron  Horse,  and  the 
jovial  landlord  had  tersely  said: 

"Stranger,  we  kin  eat  you  but  we  carn't  sleep  you.  unless 
you're  agreeable  to  taking  your  blanket  and  bunking  iu  the 
entry. 

To  this  the  plainsman  objected,  and  a  bystander  who  had 
overheard  the  conversation  settled  the  difficulty  by  saying  that 
he  had  an  unoccupied  shanty  close  at  hand,  just  behind  the 
hotel  in  fact,  and  the  stranger  was  welcome  to  it  at  a  half  a 
dollar  a  day  as  long  as  he  chcose. 

Gold  Dan  at  once  planked  down  a  five-dollar  gold-piece,  and 
was  conducted  to  the  shanty  in  question. 

It  was  a  small  building  about  twelve  feet  square,  roughlv 
constructed,  and  appearing  more  like  a  horse-shed  than  anything 
else,  but  it  was  water-tight;  there  was  a  comfortable  bunk  in 
one  corner,  ingeniously  constructed  out  of  sacking  and  tree- 
branches;  a  small  chimney  in  another;  a  rude  table  in  the  center, 
made  of  two  boards  cleated  together  and  nailed  securely  on  two 
uprights;  a  couple  of  kegs  for  chairs;  and  to  take  the  shanty 
and  its  furnishings  all  in  all,  it  was  far  preferable  to  the  narrow 
apartments  of  the  hotel. 

The  borderer  counted  himself  a  lucky  man  to  secure  such  good 
quarters,  and  like  the  old  Indian-fighter  that  he  was,  his  firsrt 
movement  after  taking  possessi«  in  was  to  look  to  the  means  of 
offense  and  defense. 
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The  door  was  a  good,  stout  one,  fastened  on  the  outside  by  a 
padlock,  and  within  by  stout  bolts. 

The  single  window  which  gave  light  to  the  apartment  was 
guarde  1  on  the  inside  by  a  well-constructed  shutter,  through  the 
upper  part  of  which  half-inch  auger-holes  had  been  pierced  to 
afford  li^ht  when  the  shutter  was  closed. 

"Strong  enough  to  stand  a  siege!"  the  new  lodger  had  ejacu- 
lated, after  surveying  tbe  apartment,  but  at  that  time  he  had 
little  idea  of  the  difficulties  ahead,  which  were  so  soon  to  call  into 
play  all  his  skill  and  resources. 

Dan  kept  a  wary  eye  about  him  as  he  walked  from  the  Mexican 
saloon  to  his  solitary  shanty. 

"They  are  not  going  to  let  me  off  quite  as  easy  as  this,"  he 
murmured,  as  he  strode  along,  his  cocked  revolver  in  his  hand, 
ready  for  instant  action.  "  The  Mormons  fully  believe  I  killed 
the  man,  and  they  will  try  to  get  even  with  me  in  some  way. 

I  may  expect  a  visit  from  the  Danites — the  murdering  white 
savages — at  any  time.  How  deuced  unlucky  to  tumble  at  the 
yery  beginning  into  this  mess  of  trouble,  while  to  reach  the  end  I 
seek,  and  bring  my  search  to  a  successful  conclusion,  I  ought  to 
remain  in  the  background  unknown  and  unsuspected;  but  I  had 
little  idea  that  Gold  Dan  was  so  well  known  in  the  town  of 
Corinne.  If  I  had  suspected  it,  I  should  have  made  sail  in  quite 
a  different  manner.  It  is  too  late  now,  though ;  I'm  in  for  it, 
and  bear-like  must  fight  my  course." 

By  the  time  that  the  plainsman  had  arrived  at  this  conclusion 
he  had  made  his  way  to  the  door  of  the  shanty.  Unlocking 
the  padlock  which  fastened  the  door  he  entered  the  apartment, 
taking  particular  care  to  fasten  the  door  securely  behind  him. 

"There's  no  telling  but  what  my  Mormon  friends  may  take  it 
into  their  heads  to  pay  me  a  visit  between  this  and  morning,"  he 
muttered,  as  he  shot  home  the  stout  bolts,"  and  I  don't  want 
them  to  find  me  unprepared  for  the  visit.  They're  a  cowardly 
set  of  houuds  for  all  their  boasting,  or  else  they  would  never 
have  let  me  get  off  so  easily  to-night,  and  it  would  be  just  like 
them  to  try  to  quietly  assassinate  me  here  during  the  dark 
hours." 

Through  the  holes  in  the  shutter  a  few  faint  rays  of  moonlight 
struggled,  and  although  the  feeble  light  only  made  the  darkness 
visible  as  it  were,  yet  the  plainsman  easily  found  his  way 
around  the  room,  evidently  possessing  the  cat-like  faculty  of 
being  able  to  see  in  the  dark. 

Little  time  it  took  to  prepare  for  bed,  for  he  turned  into  the 
blankets  spread  upon  the  bunk  clothes  and  all,  merely  taking  the 
precaution  to  remove  the  revolvers  from  his  belt  and  lay  them 
down  by  his  side,  ready  for  his  hand,  and  then  he  essayed  to 
compose  fcir:.«elf  to  slumber. 

A  light  sleeper  was  the  lodger,  and  he  had  little  fear  that 
any  one  could  be  skillful  and  careful  enough  to  gain  an  entrance 
into  the  room  without  alarming  him.  Many  a  night  had  he 
snatched  a  few  winks  of  sleep,  couched  on  the  prairie  soil,  hostile 
red-skins  hemming  him  in,  eagerly  thirsting  for  his  blood,  and 
yet  lived  to  tell  of  the  feat. 

Slumber  soon  visited  the  couch,  and  the  plainsman  slept  as 
sleeps  the  just  and  the  innocent.  But  not  twenty  minutes  had 
passed  when  through  the  apartment  came  a  sharp,  peculiar  sound, 
more  like  the  hiss  of  an  angiy  snake  than  anything  else. 

In  the  twinkling  of  an  eye,  almost,  Gold  Dan's  senses  were  on 
the  alert,  but  he  moved  not,  nor  gave  a  sign  that  he  was  not 
still  wrapped  in  sleep,  except  that  his  firm  right  hand  stole  down 
and  grasped  the  butt  of  one  of  the  revolvers. 

Across  the  darkness  of  the  apartment  shot  tha  wavering  lines 
of  light  that  found  entrance  through  the  auger-holes  in  the 
shutter;  they  cut  the  dark  like  tarnished  bands  of  silver,  merely 
perplexing  the  eye,  not  aiding  it;  but  the  keen  gaze  of  the 
plainsman,  disdaining  the  feeble  aid  of  the  moonbeams,  reached 
through  the  gloom  to  the  door,  and  resting  there  looked  to  see 
the  strong  planks  tremble  under  the  stealthy  attack  of  a  desperate 
but  cautious  foe. 

But  the  door  vibrated  not ;  no  sound  was  there  in  either  earth 
or  air. 

The  plainsman  was  puzzled. 

"Did  I  dream  it?"  he  muttered.  "If  I  did  it  was  the  first 
time  that  my  imagination  ever  played  me  such  a  trick." 

And  then  through  the  apartment  again  came  the  peculiar 
noise;  a  subdued  note  designed  both  to  attract  attention  and 
impose  caution. 

"Aha!  I  am  not  dreaming!"  he  muttered;  "no  imagination 
this  time;  but,  where  on  earth  does  the  noise  come  from  and 
what  is  the  object?" 

The  sound  did  not  come  from  the  door,  but  apparently  from 
the  extreme  end  of  the  room. 

"  It  sounds  like  a  snake,  but  it  comes  from  a  human's  lips  or 
I'm  out  in  my  calculations,"  Dan  murmured,  and  then  he  sat 
bolt  upright  on  the  bunk.  "  Who's  there? '  he  asked,  clearly  and 
•autiously. 

"D-a-n-g-e-r." 

Slowly  the  word  was  whispered,  sighed  rather,  in  low  and 
nournful  tones,  yet  as  sweet  as  the  plaintive  music  of  the  JEolian 
hai> 

"It  is  a  woman,  by  heaven!"  the  plainsman  declared;-  "  but 
where  is  she  and  who  is  it,  and  why  does  she  take  this  strange 
method  of  warning  me?" 

And  then  at  once  his  thoughts  fled  to  the  pretty  Mexican 
girl,  jealous  Katherine  of  Durango,  but  after  a  moment's  reflec- 
tion he  dismissed  the  idea,  for  the  voice  was  utterly  unlike 
hers,  yet  it  sounded  familiar  to  the  plainsman's  ear,  although 
be  had  an  idea  that  the  speaker  was  trying  to  disguise  it. 

Three  or  four  minutes  elapsed;  Gold  Dan  kept  silent  and 
listened  intently,  and  then  again  the  strange  hissing  noise 
rasoauded  through  the  narrow  confines  of  the  room — a  few 


moments  of  silence  succeeded,  and  then  followed  the  mysterious 
warning  : 

"  D-a-n-g-e^r  .'" 

Gold  Dan  comprehended  the  situation  now.  The  hissing  was 
intended  to  awaken  him  from  his  slumbers,  and  then  the  single 
word  was  to  put  him  on  his  guard. 

A  superstitious  man  might  have  felt  that  there  was  son-ethinef 
supernatural  in  this  visitation,  but  the  plainsman  was  no  slar«  to 
fear  in  any  shape,  and  no  ghost  or  gnome  had  power  to  shaka 
his  nerves. 

"  Danger — from  whom — the  Mormons?"  he  demanded. 

"No-o!" 

"  Who  then?" 

"A  madman — wild  with  despair!"  sung  the  voice — sweet,  oh, 
how  sweet! 

Then  came  a  sturdy  knock  at  the  door. 

CHAPTER  XX. 

BILLY  BCTMAK. 

A  good  rough  thump  it  was,  and  evidently  given  by  a  man's 

strong  fist. 

"Hullo!"  muttered  Dan,  communing  with  himself;  "that 
isn't  my  mysterious  talker;  sounds  more  like  a  drunken  miner, 
or  some  railroad-grader  out  on  a  spree. " 

Bang,  bang!  came  the  thumps  on  the  door. 

"That  row  will  be  apt  to  start  my  singing  friend,"  Dan 
observed,  and  then  he  raised  his  voice  and  cried  aloud:  "  Hullo t 
who's  there?" 

"It's  me!"  replied  a  hoarse  voice,  evidently  thick  with  liquor. 

"  And  who  is  me?" 

"Why  your  old  pard,  Billy  I" 

"Billy?" 

"Yes,  Billy;  lemme  in!" 

"Don't  know  you — who  are  you?" 

"  Billy!"  cried  the  stranger,  in  a  tone  of  indignant  disgust,  thj 
voice  so  thick  that  the  words  could  hardly  be  distinguished. 
"Don't  know  any  Billies;  travel  along!" 
"  Won't  you  lemme  in?" 
"  Not  by  a  jugfull." 

"Blessed  if  I  don't  kick  the  door  down!"  and  then,  as  if  to 
give  due  effect  to  his  words,  "Billy"  gave  the  door  a  most 
tremendous  kick. 

"  Say,  young  man  or  old  man,  whichever  you  are,  just  quit 
that  and  travel  along  about  your  business!"  Gold  Dan  cried  out 
good-naturedly.  He  could  not  find  it  in  his  heart  to  get  angry 
at  a  man  evidently  overcome  by  liquor. 

"  Lemme  in  or  I'll  kick  the  blamed  old  door  down!"  and  the* 
the  speaker  gave  the  door  another  tremendou-  ^t. 

"  Stop  your  fooling  and  go  about  your  business!"  the  plains 
man  cried,  a  little  sharply,  as  if  beginning  to  lose  patience. 

"  Will  you  lemme  in?" 

"Of  course  I  won't!" 

"Down  comes  your  door,  then!" 

And  then  the  unknown  commenced  a  most  vigorous  «to*tf>  • 
with  hands  and  feet  upon  the  door. 

Dan  laid  back  and  laughed;  he  had  examined  the  do-,r  jfjej 
carefully  and  knew  that  the  stout  planks  would  bid  W.dJ.ance  t« 
all  such  puny  assaults. 

The  man  banged  away  for  about  five  minutes  antf  ^.en,  appa- 
rently  tiring,  recommenced  his  supplications. 

"Say,  lemme  in  and  I  won't  kick  the  door  d<\,v5i;  it's  me, 
Billy,  you  know,  your  old  pard,  Billy  Buttman,  o'  Jolesburg. " 

"  Don't  know  you;  I'm  a  stranger  here!" 

"Oh,  get  out!  you  cant  play  any  roots  Of.  ^ne!"  cried  tha 
man  in  a  tone  that  plainly  betrayed  how  de^p  was  his  disgust. 
"I  know  you,  Johnny,  jes'  as  well  as  I  ktiOv,s  the  back  o'  my 

hand!" 

A  sudden  idea  flashed  upon  the  plainsorm.;  he  remembered 
that  the  landlord  of  the  hotel  had  called  the  man  from  whonr 
he  had  rented  the  shanty  by  the  classic  name  of  Johnny.  Th« 
mistake  under  which  this  guileless  stranger  labored  was  plain ; 
he  believed  that  the  original  Johnny  was  still  in  possession  of  his 
shanty. 

"  i'm  not  Johnny;  my  name  is  Dan,  Gold  Dan.  and  Johnny's 
gone  to  Salt  Lake." 

"  Too  thin!"  ejaculatsd  the  stranger,  sententio?*«ly.  "  I  knows 
you  by  your  voice  I  You  can't  pull  the  wool  over  my  eyes.  If 
you  don't  lemme  in  I'll  smash  the  'tarnal  old  door  dowi,  and  I'll 
whale  you  like  thunder  when  I  git  inside — and  I  kin  do  it, 
Johnny,  too,  for  dust! ' 

Gold  Dan's  anger  began  to  rise;  he  was  beginning  t«  s"e  that 
it  was  useless  to  attempt  to  argue  with  such  a  fellow;  it  was  osly 
a  waste  of  words. 

"  If  you  don't  make  yourself  scarce  pretty  soon,  Vh  =on» 
out  there  and  whale  you,  you  drunkea  fool!"  he  cried. 

"Who's  drunk?"  questioned  the  man,  indignantly. 

"Why,  you  are,  you  big  loafer." 

"  You're  a—" 

"Take  care  or  I'll  put  a  revolver-bullet  through  that  doori* 
cried  the  plainsman,  interrupting  the  man's  offensive  speech. 
"  Are  you  go  in'  to  lemme  in?" 

"  No,  sir;"  and  the  borderer  again  lay  down  on  his  bunk,  aud 
prepared  to  make  himself  comfortable.  "  Kick  away,  and  whea 
you  succeed  in  getting  in  just  let  me  know  and  I'll  come  and 
boot  you  out!" 

Grumbling  and  cursing  the  man  walked  away,  and  Dan, 
believing  that  he  had  got  rid  of  him,  turned  his  thoughts  again 
to  the  mysterious  warning  which  he  had  received  in  so  stranga 
a  manner. 

"A  madman — wild  with  despair,  eh?"  he  murmured,  repeating 
the  words  of  the  warning.   "  Well,  it  seems  to  me  that  I'm  goin£ 
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fco  have  my  hands  full  of  business.  First  comes  my  own  quest, 
which  ia  likely  to  lead  mo  into  no  end  of  danger,  and  then  I'm 
mixed  up  in  this  Mormon  quarrel  and  shall  probably  have 
to  fight  about  a  dozen  of  these  Danites  before  I  get  through  with 
them ;  now  comes  my  mysterious  notification  that  a  madman  is 
after  me;  and  then,  ho-v  nany  more  quarrels  in  tho  future  am 
I  likely  to  have  sprung  upoa  mo  for  what  Gok4  Dan  has  done 
in  the  past?  Altogether  the  outlook  is  an  extremely  brilliaut 
ene  for  business.  I  shouldn't  mind  selling  out  my  share  in  it 
cheap  to  any  active  man  who  wasn't  over-and-above  anxious  to 
live." 

At  this  point  of  the  plainsman's  meditations  he  was  rudely 
aroused  by  a  violent  shock,  which  seemed  almost  to  burst  the 
door  from  its  hinges,  followed  by  the  fall  of  a  heavy  body  and  the 
shrill  laughter  of  the  drunken  Mr.  Billy  Butman. 

You  won't  lemme  in,  eh  I"  he  cried,  hoarsely ;  ' '  well,  I  reckon 
that  this  hyer  rock  will  lemmo  in  arter  I've  heaved  it  at  the  door 
sight  or  ten  times!" 

Again  Gold  Dan  sat  bolt  upright  in  his  bunk.  There  is  a  point 
where  "patience  ceases  to  be  a  virtue, "  and  the  plainsman  felt 
that  that  point  was  pretty  near  at  hand. 

Mr.  Butman  had  gone  and  hunted  up  a  good-sized  stone  and  in- 
tended to  beat  in  the  door  with  it,  and  from  the  violence  of  the 
first  attempt  it  was  tolerably  certain  that  in  time  he  would  suc- 
ceed ia  doing  it. 

"  Are  you  gwine  to  lemme  in?"  cried  the  assailant,  evidently 
preparing  for  another  assault. 

"Go  'way,  you  drunken  fool,  or  I'll  come  out  there  and  warm 
you  within  an  inch  of  your  life!"  Dan  cried  in  evident  rage. 

"Oh,  you  will,  will  you?"  responded  Billy  with  true  drunken 
gravity.  "  Yes,  I  think  I  see  you  a-doin'  of  it,  so  down  comes 
your  house!"  And  then,  bang  I  again  came  the  stone  against  the 
door. 

Gold  Dan  swung  his  feet  out  of  the  bunk  and  rested  them 
on  the  floor;  it  was  quite  evident  that  two  or  three  more  such 
shocks  would  play  the  mischief  with  the  door. 

At  first  the  plainsman  was  inclined  to  send  half-a-dozen  revol- 
ver-shots through  the  door,  but  then  he  reflected  that  a  stray 
•ullet  might  hit  the  drunken  fool. 

"I'd  better  give  the  fellow  a  gentle  pounding  and  then  let  him 
go!"  Dan  exclaimed,  thrusting  the  revolvers  back  in  his  belt  and 
approaching  the  door. 

Again  the  familiar  cry  pealed  forth: 

"Lemme  in!  air  you  gwine  to  lemme  in?" 

"  I'm  going  to  come  out  and  warm  you  1"  the  plainsman  cried, 
pugnaciously,  undoing  the  fastenings  of  the  door  as  he  spoke. 

"I'm  yer  meat!  come  out!"  yelled  the  stranger. 

Dan  threw  -  n  the  door,  stepped  across  the  threshold,  then 
there  was  a  bright  flash,  a  quick  report,  the  flame  singeing  the 
borderer's  hair,  and  down  he  went  headlong  to  the  earth. 

The  trap  had  succeeded ! 


CHATPER  XXI. 

THE    ELDER  UNMASKS. 

All  the  way  from  the  hut  of  old  Cripples  to  the  Mormon 
ranch  down  by  the  Great  Salt  Lake,  the  elder  beguiled  the  way 
with  cheerful  conversation,  chiefly  laudatory  of  the  Latter-day 
Saints  and  derogatory  of  the  Gentiles. 

Polly  listened  almost  in  silence,  only  putting  a  shrewd  question 
now  and  then — questions  which  puzzled  the  elder  to  answer. 

"But  you  Mormons  do  have  more  than  one  wife,  don't  you?" 
she  asked,  after  the  elder  had  finished  a  long  tirade  in  regard  to 
the  Gentile  lies  about  the  elect  who  d  welt  in  the  Mormon  land. 

"Well,  yes,"  admitted  the  elder,  cautiously,  "some  of  us  do 
have  more  than  one  wife,  but  never  unless  we  are  specially  com- 
manded by  the  Lord,  through  his  Prophet,  sainted  brother  Brig- 
ham  Y-jung,  to  take  another  helpmate.  You  must  remember,  my 
dear,  how  many  more  womea  there  are  in  this  world  than  men, 
and  in  the  usual  course  of  things,  as  they  are  arranged  in  the 
Gentile  world,  just  see  what  a  host  of  unfortunate  women  there 
are  who  are  never  able  to  get  married  at  all,  simply  because  there 
are  not  men  enough  to  go  round." 

"  But,  for  my  part,  I  should  prefer  to  have  no  husband  at  all  to 
sharing  him  with  three  or  four  other  wives,"  Polly  said,  decid- 
edly. 

"  Ah,  but  we  never  take  a  second  wife  unless  the  first  one  is 
perfectly  willing;  that  would  be  entirely  against  our  principles. 
Therefore,  Polly,  -f  you  make  up  your  mind  to  have  me  one  of 
these  days,  you  needn't  let  that  trouble  you.  You  will  be  my 
first  wife,  and  of  course  if  you  should  object,  I  would  never  take 
another. " 

"  But  ain't  you  already  married?'' 

"  Oh,  no,  my  dear;  what  put  that  idea  in  your  head?" 

"  Why,  I  heard  that  you  had  five  or  six  wives!" 

"A  Gentile  lie,  my  dear!"  cried  the  elder,  warmly.  "You 
really  must  not  believe  all  you  hear  about  us  Mormons;  the 
Gentiles  he  about  us  all  they  possibly  can.  It  makes  them  feel 
aore,  my  dear,  when  they  come  to  Utah  and  behold  the  holy 
city  that  we,  the  chosen  people  of  the  Lord,  have  built  up  in  the 
wilderness.  They  sneer  at  us,  scoff  at  our  religion,  and  cry  out 
that  our  gravity  and  solemn  bearing  is  but  a  cloak  to  conceal 
wicked  hearts  and  evil  purposes;  but  it  is  no  wonder  that  we  are 
grave — no  wonder  that  we  are  solemn,  for  the  shadow  of  Nauvoo 
is  on  our  souls — Nauvoo,  where  our  first  Prophet,  the  inspired 
Joseph  Smith,  was  brutally  murdered,  and  that  crime  has  not 
been  avenged,  but  it  will  soon  be;  the  North  and  South  are  now 
cutting  each  other's  throats  as  fast  as  they  can,  and  on  their  ruins 
we  will  rise  a  glorious  people  and  possess  the  land.  They  drov» 
us  forth  into  the  wilderness,  but  we  will  return  with  flaming 
awards,  and  the  Lord  will  smite  our  enemies  hip  and  thigh.  - 


"But  it  was  not  a  Gentile  who  spoke  about  your  wives,"  Polly 
said,  shrewdly. 

"Not  a  Gentile!"  exclaimed  the  elder,  rather  taken  aback  at 
this  statement.    "  Who  was  it,  then?    Surely  not  a  Mormon?" 
"Yes,  it  was  a  Mormon!" 

"Ah,  well,  of  course  there's  some  evil-minded  men  among  us; 
there  are  black-sheep  ia  every  flock,  you  know;  but  it's  a  lift, 
for  all  that.  I  refer  to  the  report  that  I  had  five  or  six  wives." 
And  the  elder  spoko  truth  here,  for  ho  bad  only  four.  "  Who 
was  it  that  told  you  about  my  wives?"  and  the  heavy  jaws  shut 
together  viciously  as  he  asked  the  question. 

"  I  don't  know  as  I  remember,"  was  the  evasive  reply. 

"  Will  you  allow  me  to  help  your  memory  a  little,  my  dear?" 
said  the  Mormon,  his  voice  calm  and  pleasant,  but  an  ugly  look 
6hining  in  his  little  eyes.    "  It  was  John  Clark,  wasn't  it?" 

"I  don't  remember — exactly,"  stammered  Polly,  astonished 
and  confused,  for  the  elder  had  hit  the  mark  at  the  first  trial. 

"Oh,  I  guess  it  was!  I  heard,  some  time  ago,  that  he  wag 
after  you  and  I  can  understand  his  lying  about  me !"  the  Mormon; 
exclaimed,  angrily. 

Polly  was  astonished  at  this  declaration,  for  blaek-browed,  Lonjj 
John  Clark,  the  notorious  Duke  of  Corinne,  was  the  last  man  ia 
the  world  whom  she  could  believe  had  taken  a  fancy  to  her. 

"I've  had  my  eye  upon  him,  for  some  time!"  the  elder  con- 
tinued, "and  I'll  fetch  him  up  with  a  round  turn,  one  of  these 
days,  when  he  least  expects  it." 

The  girl  would  not  have  felt  the  least  anxiety  in  regard  to  Clark 
on  account  of  this  threat,  even  if  she  had  been  interested  in  him, 
which  she  was  not,  for  the  stern,  cold  man,  although  he  frequently 
passed  her  house  and  generally  stopped  to  speak  a  few  words, 
seemed  to  be  as  far  removed  from  her  as  the  Mormon  prophet, 
great  Brigham  Young  himself. 

In  truth,  she  thought  that  in  the  event  of  a  quarrel  between 
the  Mormon  elder  and  the  Duke  of  Corinne,  the  burly  Salt- 
Laker  would  have  a  hard  time  of  it. 

"  And  this  fellow  isn't  a  Mormon,  either,"  the  elder  continued, 
finding  that  the  girl  kept  silence.  "  He's  only  a  hanger-on,  a 
tool  that,  in  years  gone  by,  we  have  used  to  do  our  dirty  work 
among  the  Indians;  but  we'll  cut  him  off  pretty  soon;  he's  been 
talking  too  freely  lately.  He  thinks,  mebbe,  that  because  this 
railroad  is  coming  we  and  our  religion  are  played-out;  but 
brother  Brigham  knows  what  is  what,  and  he  says  that  it  must 
be  a  mighty  poor  religion  if  one  railroad  can  bu'st  it  up !" 

The  girl  had  heard  this  Mormon  talk  before  about  "cutting 
off"  this  or  that  obnoxious  member.  In  the  old  days  when 
the  vulgar,  ignorant,  mountebank  Prophet  ruled  Utah  as  no 
civili/eu  rvikr  d?re«  to  rule  hj>oeople,  a  man  was  cut  off 
from  the  flock,  for  ever  so  small  an  offense;  at  order  the  Danites 
made  short  work  of  him.  Few  escaped  to  tell  how  they  had 
grown  tired  of  the  Mormon  yoke,  and  had  sought  freedom  in 
flight,  abandoning  all  that  they  had  brought  into  Utah,  glad  to 
escape  with  life  alone. 

But  the  approach  of  the  iron-horse  had  made  a  serious  inroad 
upon  the  Prophet's  power;  the  Mormon  leaders  no  longer  dared 
to  carry  matters  with  so  high  a  hand  as  in  the  old  days. 

"Yes,  yes,"  continued  the  elder,  "soon  we'll  cast  him  out;  it's 
a  shame  that  such  a  villain  should  dare  to  lie  about  such  a  man 
as  I  am,"  and  as  he  spoke  the  elder  swelled  with  conscious  pride. 

The  girl  replied  not,  but  in  her  opinion  one  John  Clark  was 
worth  a  dozen  of  the  Mormon  elder. 

At  last  the  two  drew  rein  at  the  Mormon's  ranch. 

It  was  a  well-constructed  wooden  house,  square  in  shape  and 
surrounded  with  a  stout  stockade  fence. 

Being  one  of  the  first  ranches  established  outside  of  the  main 
settlement,  it  had  been  constructed  for  defense  as  well  as  shelter, 
or  in  the  early  days  the  Mormon  greatly  dreaded  trouble  with 
the  surrounding  Indians. 

The  elder  conducted  Polly  up-stairs  to  a  room  on  the  second, 
floor,  in  the  rear  of  the  house. 

It  was  quite  dark  by  the  time  the  two  reached  the  raaeh,  and 
the  girl  never  suspected  anything  wrong  when  the  elder  conducted 
her  into  the  apartment,  gave  her  some  matches,  told  her  to  light 
the  candle  upon  the  table,  while  he  went  to  prepare  the  patient. 

Polly  lit  the  candle  and  took  a  survey  of  the  room.  Ic  was  a 
plainly-furnished  bed-chamber,  and  she  noticed  that  the  windows 
were  barred  by  heavy  shutters. 

A  letter,  lying  upon  the  table,  attracted  her  attention.  Glanc- 
ing at  it  she  saw  that  it  was  addressed  to  her  and  signed  by  tho 
elder's  sprawling  signature. 

Horror-stricken,  she  read  of  the  fate  to  which  she  was  doomed. 

CHAPTER  XXII. 

A  SPITFIRE. 

"  Mr  Dear  Polly,"  the  letter  ran ;  "  there  has  been  a  divine  revelation 
vouchsafed  to  our  Prophet,  brother  Brigham,  commanding  me  to  tak» 
you  to  wife  and  thus  seal  you  to  salvation  forever.  Knowing  (hat  you 
are  exposed  to  Gentile  temptation  I  have  taken  the  liberty  of  using  a 
simple  device  to  remove  you  from  beyond  the  reach  of  the  scoffers 
who  mock  and  revile  us  Mormons.  I  trust  that  you  will  perceive  the 
glorious  future  thus  provided  for  you  by  the  will  of  the  Lord,  and  that 
with  a  cheerful  heart  you  will  be  prepared  to  submit  yourself  untd 
the  fate  that  Heaven  has  marked  out  for  you. 

"Yours  in  the  bonds  and  trammels  of  lovo 

"(Signed)  Giddon  Btddeman." 

With  a  contemptuous  gesture  the  girl  crumpled  up  this  peculiar 
epistle  and  cast  it  down  upon  the  floor. 

"  The  great,  ugly,  fat  brute  1"  she  cried,  rage  sparkling  in  her 
pretty  eyes,  "  he's  got  me  here  but  if  he  thinks  he  is  going  to  marry 
me  whether  I  am  willing  or  not,  he'll  find  that  he  is  very  much 
mistaken.  I'm  not  a  Mormon  and  I  won't  submit  to  any  of  their 
nonsense !" 

And  with  this  spirited  declaration  the  girl  advanced  to  the 
door.    She  had  made  up  her  mind  to  walk  boldly  out  of  th« 
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house,  but  the  simple  child — she  was  but  little  more — had  no 
idea  of  the  strength  of  the  web  in  which  she  had  been  so  skill- 
fully immeshed. 

The  door  was  fastened  securely. 

For  a  moment  Polly  was  frightened;  she  had  not  expected  this; 
then  she  flew  to  the  windows,  but  the  heavy  shutters  were  fixed 
solid  in  their  places.  Flight  was  not  going  to  be  so  easy  as  she 
had  imagined. 

"At  all  events  tbey  can't  marry  me  against  my  will!"  she 
cried,  defiantly,  "even  if  they  do  succeed  in  keeping  me  shut 
tip!" 

Then  she  sat  down  at  the  table  and  read  the  elder's  letter  over 
again ;  her  rage  growing  fiercer  and  fiercer  at  every  word. 

"  Oh,  the  scamp!"  she  cried,  "but  I'll  pay  him  up  for  this!" 

One  side  only  of  the  Mormon's  character  had  Polly  seen.  She 
had  always  thought  hiin  to  be  a  dull,  well-meaning,  good-natured 
but  rather  stupid  old  man;  she  had  yet  to  learn  that  Gideon 
Biddeman  could  play  the  tyrant  when  he  chose,  and  was  far 
more  knave  than  fool. 

And  now,  as  Polly  sat  with  angry  eyes  glaring  at  the  letter, 
the  key  turned  in  the  lock,  the  door  opened,  and  the  broad 
figure  of  the  elder  was  visible. 

Polly  sprung  to  her  feet  in  an  instant,  and  the  elder,  fearing 
that  the  girl  would  attempt  to  escape,  closed  the  door  behind  him 
quickly,  aDd  placed  his  broad  back  against  it.  Then  he  surveyed 
the  prisoner  with  a  good-natured  grin  upon  his  fat  face. 

"  Oh,  you  monster!"  cried  Polly  in  a  rage,  really  at  a  loss  for 
words  wherewith  to  fitly  express  the  indignation  boiling  over 
within  her  bosom. 

"  Well,  my  dear,  I  fooled  you  nicely,  didn't  I?"  and  the  elder 
chuckled  at  the  idea. 

"Com©  away  from  that  door  and  let  me  go  home!"  Polly 
cried. 

"Home!  why  you  are  home  now!"  the  Mormon  replied. 
"  Now  don't  be  obstinate,  Polly,  but  listen  to  reason  like  a  girl  of 
sense." 

"Let  me  out!" 

"Oh,  no!" 

"Take  care  or  I'll  scratch  you  well  if  you  don't  let  me  go." 
"Oh,  no  you  won't!"  and  the  elder  laughed  just  as  if  it  were 
all  a  joke. 

"Why  won't  I?"  demanded  Polly,  astonished  that  her  threat 
had  not  produced  more  effect. 

"  Because,  my  dear,  if  you  act  like  a  naughty  child,  I  shall  have 
to  treat  you  like  one;  that  is,  I  shall  box  your  ears  and  send 
you  to  bed  without  any  supper." 

Foiiv  fair/j  lisped  with  rage. 

"  You  won't  dare!"  she  cried. 

"Oh,  won't  I?  Well,  you  just  try  it  and  see,"  he  retorted. 
"I  want  you  to  understand,  Mrs.  Biddeman  that  is  to  be,  that 
I'm  not  the  sort  of  man  to  stand  any  nonsense.  Now  if  you'll 
be  reasonable,  and  behave  yourself,  we'll  get  on  as  nice  as  pie,  but 
if  you  don't,  and  try  to  cut  up  any  didoes,  I  reckon  that  I'm 
the  man  that  can  bring  you  down  to  your  fodder!" 

"Do  you  think  that  I'm  going  to  marry  you?"  cried  Polly, 
highly  exasperated. 

"Why,  yes,  of  course;  there  isn't  a  doubt  about  it!"  he 
replied,  as  coolly  as  possible.  "  Do  you  think  that  I  would 
have  taken  all  this  trouble  to  bring  you  here,  if  I  wasn't  sure  in 
regard  to  the  subject?" 

"  Well,  I  never  will,  and  that's  flat!" 

"Oh,  yes,  you  will,  and  that's  flatter!"  he  retorted.  "I've 
tamed  just  sich  young  heifers  as  you  are  before.  We  Mormons 
don't  fool  much  with  women;  we  know  how  to  deal  with  them!" 

"You  can't  make  me  say  yes  when  I  mean  no!"  she  cried, 

u  I  don't  care  a  mountain  of  cusses  whether  you  say  yes  or  no, 
or  don't  open  your  pretty  little  mouth,"  he  replied,  defiantly.  "  I 
reckon  we  can  be  j'ined  in  silence.  Brother  Brigham  says  that 
I'm  to  have  you,  and  that  just  settles  the  matter;  you're  my  wife 
now,  all  right;  the  Prophet  has  sealed  you  to  me  in  spirit,  and 
that's  all  that  is  required.  You've  got  to  submit,  and  you'd  better 
do  it  with  a  good  grace,  because  if  you  are  any  ways  ugly  or 
contrary,  I'll  just  have  you  tied  hand  and  foot,  and  then  you 
can't  help  yourself  much.  I  mean  business,  I  do,  and  now  that 
I've  got  you  here,  I  ain't  going  to  fool  much  with  you !" 

Polly  listened  like  one  petrified  to  these  coarse  threats;  the  mask 
was  removed,  now,  and  she  saw  the  Mormon  elder  in  all  his  de- 
formity. 

"  Just  you  make  up  your  mind  that  you  are  my  heifer  and 
that  there  ain't  any  power  in  this  world  that  kin  take  you  away 
from  here,  and  then  we'll  get  on  first  rate!" 

"Stay  here  with  you — be  your  wife!"  cried  Polly,  suddenly 
recovering  her  voice;  "why  I  had  rather  die!" 

"Oh,  yes,  T've  heered  such  talk  as  that  before,"  the  Mormon 
answered,  not  at  all  alarmed  by  the  declaration;  "but  you'll 
get  over  this  nonsense  before  you've  been  here  a  week,  and  then 
you'll  come  down  to  your  duty  like  a  good  little  gal.  Why,  Polly, 
I'm  going  to  do  the  square  thing  by  you;  I'm  going  to  rig  you 
out  like  a  princess;  there  won't  be  a  woman  in  the  Salt  Lake 
valley  that'll  cut  such  a  shine.  All  I  ask  is  that  you'll  be  good 
and  try  and  love  your  old  man  a  leetle." 

"Love!   I  hate  you!"  cried  Polly,  defiantly. 

"Oh,  you'll  get  over  that,"  he  returned,  placidly;  "after 
you've  been  here  a  few  days,  you'll  be  mighty  glad  to  make  up 
with  me.  Why,  do  you  know  what  we  do  with  our  wives  that 
are  ugly?" 

"No,  I  don't,  and  I  don't  care!" 

"Oh,  but  you  will  care  when  your  turn  comes,"  he  replied, 
aigniflcantly ;  "well,  we  just  turn  'em  over  to  the  Injuns;  we 
give  !ein  to  the  red-bucks  for  squaws,  and  a  rough  time  they 
ha**^  of  it,  too." 


The  girl  shuddered  in  every  limb.  A  fate  like  that  was  worse- 
than  death,  to  her  mind. 

The  Mormon  saw  the  impression  his  words  had  made,  and 

chuckled  over  it. 

"  So,  Polly,  if  you  don't  want  to  be  sent  up  to  the  mountains 
among  the  reds,  just  try  and  make  yourself  comfortable  here. 
You'll  come  to  love  me  after  a  time,  I  know  you  will;  so  you 
might  as  well  take  it  cosey  now.  Scolding  and  yelling  won't  do 
the  least  bit  of  good,  because  when  I'm  sot  I'm  soz  like  a  rock, 
and  it  would  take  an  earthquake  to  move  me!'' 

Words  were  powerless  to  express  Polly's  feelings,  and  so  she 
kept  silence  and  only  stared  at  the  speaker. 

"I  just  thought  I'd  call  upon  you  and  kinder  ease  your  mind," 
the  elder  exclaimed,  preparing  to  depart;  "I  was  afraid  that 
you  might  worry;  so  good-night,  dear.  Just  try  and  look 
at  the  matter  in  the  proper  light  and  I'm  quite  sure  we'll  be  as 
happy  as  a  pair  of  turtle-doves  together." 

Then  the  Mormon  withdrew,  taking  care  to  securely  lock  the 
door  behind  him. 

And  when  she  was  again  alone,  Polly's  courage  deserted  her, 
and  sinking  upon  the  bed,  she  gave  way  to  a  flood  of  tears. 

The  elder  descended  the  stairs,  chuckling  to  himself. 

"Ill  fetch  her!  I'll  fetch  her  sure!"  he  muttered. 

And  as  he  reached  the  entry  below,  the  front  door  was  thrown 
open  by  a  strong  hand,  and  John  Clark  stalked  in. 

CHAPTER  XXIII. 

A     FREE  DISCUSSION. 

To  say  that  Biddeman  was  astonished  at  the  sudden  appearance 
of  the  Danite  chief,  would  be  to  mildly  describe  the  man's  sensa- 
tions. - 

In  his  haste  to  secure  the  girl  the  Mormon  had  neglected  to 
fasten  the  front  door,  and  so  the  Danite  gained  an  easy  entrance. 

It  was  not  often  that  John  Clark  favored  the  elder  »vith  a  visit, 
and  the  Mormon,  on  this  occasion,  instinctively  guessed  that  th« 
coming  of  the  Duke  of  Corinne  meant  mischief. 

The  face  of  the  Danite  was  grave,  somber,  as  it  always  was. 
Few  men  in  the  Salt  Lake  region  had  ever  seen  a  smile  illumi- 
nate the  dark  face  of  the  Danite  chief;  but  now  there  was  an 
ugly  look  in  his  eyes  which  the  elder  had  never  before  seen  there. 

In  the  main  room  of  the  ranch,  which  was  right  off  the  entry, 
a  candle  burned  upon  the  table,  and  its  light  dimly  illuminated 
the  entry. 

"Hullo,  John!  is  that  you?"  the  Saint  exclaimed,  endeavoring 
to  conceal  his  annoyance  and  receive  his  visitor  in  a  friendly 
manner. 

"  Yes.:  can  I  have  a  word  with  you  elder?" 

"Certainly;  walk  right  into  the  room  the--  "id  help  yourself 
to  a  chair;  there's  some  prime  whisky  in  the  closet;  just  excuse 
me  for  a  moment,  I'll  be  right  back." 

The  Danite  ttalked  into  the  room  indicated.  There  was  al- 
ways something  weird  and  unearthly  about  John  Clark,  but  to- 
night he  seemed  more  uncanny  and  ghost-like  than  ever. 

The  elder  slipped  out  into  the  back-room,  drew  his  revolvers 
from  the  holsters  which  he  wore  belted  to  his  waist  underneath 
his  coat,  extracted  the  old  cartridges  and  slipped  new  o*i*s  in 
their  places,  with  a  hand  that  trembled  with  excitement 

"There's  going  to  be  trouble,"  he  muttered.  "I  kin  feel  it  in 
my  bones,  and  it  won't  do  to  have  a  miss-fire ;  it  might  cos,t  me 
my  life!" 

Then  he  put  the  revolvers  back  into  their  places  and  pulled 
the  holsters  well  around  to  the  front  so  as  to  have  them  handy. 

And  even  then,  "  well-fixed "  for  the  coming  interview,  he 
hesitated  to  re-enter  the  apartment,  and  no  wonder,  for  few  men, 
either  in  Utah  or  on  its  borders,  cared  to  encounter  the  Danit-j 
chief  when  the  latter  was  on  the  war-path. 

"I'll  kill  him!"  Biddeman  muttered.  "I'll  kill  him  just  as 
sure  as  he  crooks  his  finger  at  me.  No  mercy !  I'll  shoot  him 
down  like  a  dog  if  he  attempts  to  play  the  wolf  with  me!  The 
gal  is  mine,  if  that  is  what  he's  after,  and  all  the  powers  of 
blazes  shan't  take  her  from  me." 

And  so,  with  bis  courage  screwed  up  to  the  sticking-point,  for 
the  burly  elder  had  a  certain  amount  of  bull-dog  resolution,  Bid' 
deman  walked  into  the  main  room. 

The  Danite  sat  at  the  table  motionless  as  a  statue. 

"  Have  you  tried  the  whisky?"  asked  the  Mormon,  seating  him. 
self  on  the  other  side  of  the  table,  with  his  face  to  the  window. 

"No." 

"It's  in  that  closet  right  behind  you;  get  it,  won't  you?  You'r* 
nearest. " 

The  Danite  did  as  he  was  bid  and  fetched  from  the  closet  a 
bottle  of  whisky  and  two  glasses.  Biddeman  took  advantage  of 
the  turning  of  Clark's  back  to  draw  a  revolver  from  its  holster 
and  hide  it  in  his  lap  under  the  table ;  he  was  determined  to  be 
fully  prepared. 

"Help  yourself,  John,"  ordered  Biddeman  in  the  true  spirit  of 
hospitality,  filling  out  some  of  the  fluid  for  himself  and  then 
pushing  the  bottle  across  the  table  to  the  Danite. 

"No,"  replied  Clark,  shoving  back  the  bottle.  "I'm  like  an 
Arab  in  some  things:  I  can't  eat  or  drink  with  a  man  that  a  few 
minutes  after  I  may  have  to  kill." 

This  was  a  very  peculiar  beginning. 

"Eh,  John,  what  do  you  mean?"  cried  the  elder,  in  alarm, 
and  his  fat  right  hand  stole  under  the  table  and  clutched  the 
butt  of  his  revolver. 

"  I  mean  exactly  what  I  say,"  Clark  replied,  coldly  and  de- 
liberately. "I  don't  want  to  drink  with  you  because,  in  the  next 
ten  minutes,  I  may  have  to  kill  you." 

"Oh,  no,  you  won't!"  the  Mormon  cried,  just  a  little  bhjster- 
ingly.  The  touch  of  the  revolver-hilt  had  given  him  fresh  cour- 
age; he  felt  that  he  had  "the  drop "  on  the  Danite. 
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"Oh,  yes,  I  will,  if  I  have  to,"  Clark  replied,  not  a  trace  of  ex- 
citement in  face,  tone,  or  manner.  "  Don't  natter  yourself,  elder, 
that  you  have  got  any  advantage  over  me  because  you  seized 
upon  the  opportunity,  when  my  back  was  turned,  of  (hawing 
your  revolver  and  hiding  it  in  your  lap.  I  knew  what  game  you 
were  up  to  when  you  asked  me  to  get  the  whisky;  but  don't 
flatter  yourself  that  you  will  gain  any  advantage  over  me.  Elder, 
your  hand  ain't  steady,  and  if  it  comes  to  action  and  you  should 
endeavor  to  hit  me  with  a  snap-shot,  the  chances  are  a  hundred 
to  one  that  you'd  miss  me,  because  you  ain't  used  to  that  sort 
of  thing;  you  ain't  been  going  about  for  twenty  years  with  your 
life  in  your  hand,  not  caring  much  whether  you  lived  or  died, 
as  I  have.  Why,  elder,  smart  and  quick  as  you  think  you  are, 
before  you  could  get  that  revolver  out  from  under  the  table, 
raise  the  hammer,  and  fire  it,  I'd  slice  you  all  to  pieces  with  my 
knife  I" 

The  stout  Mormon  fairly  shiver«d  at  the  words,  and  yet  there 
was  not  the  least  bit  of  bravado  about  the  tone  of  the  speaker. 
A  dead  man,  galvanized  into  unnatural  life,  could  not  have  been 
more  calm,  more  cold. 

"What's  the  matter  anyway?  What  have  I  done  to  you  that 
we  should  quarrel;'  Biddtman  demanded. 

"Oh,  you  know  well  enough,"  Clark  replied,  contemptuously. 
"  A  guilty  conscience  needs  no  accuser." 

"Upon  my  soul,  I  don't;  I  never  trod  upon  your  toes,  to  my 
knowledge." 

"How about  the  little  girl  that  you  have  succeeded  in  tricking 
away  from  her  home?" 

The  Mormon  elder  first  grew  red,  and  then  pale.  Red  with 
anger  that  the  Danite  should  dare  to  interfere  in  the  matter,  and 
pale  with  the  thought  of  the  terrible  struggle  which  soon  must 
come,  for  he  was  determined  not  to  give  up  the  girl. 

"  Well,  what  of  her? '  he  asked,  nervously. 

"Where  is  she?" 

"  How  should  I  know?" 

"  Gammon!"  cried  the  Danite,  contemptuously.  "  I  know  your 
game  as  well  as  though  I  saw  you  play  it.  I  stopped  at  the  house 
as  I  rode  by,  to-night,  and  the  old  man  told  me  that  the  girl 
had  gone  off  with  you  to  attend.to  your  sick  housekeeper.  I  knew 
at  once  what  you  were  up  to,  and  I  determined  to  follow  you  at 
once,  for  I  have  made  up  my  mind  that  you  shan't  have  the  girl !" 

Again  the  Saint  grew  red  with  rage,  and  the  hand  that  griped 
the  revolver  under  the  table  fairly  trembled  with  the  excitement 
of  resentment. 

"  And  why  shan't  I — what  have  you  got  to  do  with  it?  But  I 
understand  your  game,  too,  as  you  call  it;  you  are  after  the  girl 
yourself;  you  want  her,  and  that's  the  reason  you  interfere'" 

-"  Yeu're  ~  light,  elder;  I  want  her,  and  that's  the  reason 
I  interfere,"  the  Danite  repeated  placidly. 

"  But  do  you  'spose  I'm  going  to  give  her  up  to  you?"  Bidde- 
man  cried.   "Why  ain't  I  got  as  good  a  right  to  her  as  you,  hey?" 

"Of  course  you've  got  just  as  good  a  right,  provided  she  gives 
it  to  you. " 

"  I  don't  understand  what  you  mean?" 

"Don't  you?  Well,  I  want  the  girl,  if  she  is  willing  to  come 
with  me  of  her  own  free  will,  not  like  you  who  have  carried  her 
off  by  a  trick.  The  girl  is  in  the  house  now,  1  suppose;  bring  her 
down  and  let  her  choose  between  us.  If  she  takes  you,  I  am  con- 
tent, and  will  depart  in  peace. " 

CHAPTER  XXIV. 

A     SUDDEN  BLOW. 

It  was  a  fair  offer,  but  Biddeman  did  not  dare  to  accept,  for 
he  felt  sure  that  the  girl  would  not  choose  him  at  any  rate. 

"She's  only  a  child  and  don't  know  her  own  mind  I'  he  ex- 
claimed, sulkily. 

"  She  knows  enough  not  to  want  to  stay  with  you,  if  she 
has  any  chance  to  get  away." 

"  And  if  she  should  want  to  go  with  you,  you  couldn't  keep 
her!"  declared  the  elder,  spitefully. 

"  Why  not?"  asked  Clark. 

"Because,  if  you  take  her  away  from  me  I'd  make  the  country 
go  hot  that  it  wouldn't  hold  you.  I  know  a  secret  regarding  the 
girl  that  concerns  her  very  life.  You  know  what  it  is,  well 
enough;  I  have  warned  you  already  about  it.  I  told  you  that 
the  warning  eame  from  Brighain  Young,  but  there  I  lied,  for  he 
knows- nothing  about  the  matter.  By  chance  the  secret  came  to 
me,  and  I  saw  that  it  was  too  precious  to  be  lightly  parted 
with." 

Tha  Danite  shook  his  head. 

"I  do  not  understand;  you  speak  in  riddles." 

"  Have  you  not  been  warned?  Did  I  not  warn  you  at  our 
last  meeting  on  Antelope  island?" 

"Something  of  a  warning  I  remember,  but  I  paid  but  little 
heed  to  it." 

"  I  warned  you  that  you  were  accosed  of  sheltering — of  giving 
aid  to  a  6urvivor  of  the  Mountain  Meadow  massacree." 
"Yes;  I  remember  that." 

"Suppose  the  news  were  brought  to  Brigham's  ears  that  you 
were  false  to  the  oath  you  swore,  and  that  you  had  knowingly 
assisted  one  whose  testimony  in  regard  to  that  bloody  affair 
would  put  the  rope  around  the  neck  of  a  dozen  prominent  Mor- 
mons, the  president  himself  included,  do  you  think  that  the 
Prophet  wouldn't  hunt  you  down  even  to  the  ends  of  the 
earth?" 

The  Danite  smiled  scornfully  at  the  threat. 

"Brigham's  power  is  on  the  wane,"  he  replied;  "never,  in 
the  future,  will  he  reign  in  Utah  as  he  has  done  in  the  past.  The 
Gentiles  are  growing  stronger  and  stronger  every  day,  and  when 
the  railroad  is  completed,  good-by  to  Mormon  rule!  I  am  not 
long  for  this  country.    They  called  me  Duke  of  Corinne,  in  the 


old  time,  and  with  a  rod  of  iron  I  ruled  the  town ;  that  day  is 
over.  I  shall  be  off  as  soon  as  I  can  for  Southern  Utah,  down 
on  the  Arizonian  line.  I'm  going  into  mining,  and  there,  in  an 
honest  life,  try  to  forget  the  past." 

"  Brigham's  arm  will  roach  you  there  easily  enough,  if  1  but 
say  the  word  to  put  him  on  the  scent." 

"  Say  what  word? ' 

"  Why,  inform  him  that  you  have  protected  one  of  the  Moun- 
tain Meadow  survivors." 

"  But  I  obeyed  the  warning,  and  started  the  man  off  at  once; 
nor  did  I  know,  when  I  aided  him,  that  he  had  been  in  Utah  be- 
fore. I  met  him  in  Lower  California,  years  ago,  and  he  helpea 
me  out  of  a  tight  place,  once;  by  chance  I  happened  to  run  across 
him  in  Brigham  City;  he  remembered  me,  although  I  had  for- 
gotten him,  and  claimed  my  aid,  which  I  freely  furnished,  for 
I've  a  long  memory  for  either  a  friend  or  a  foe." 

"Oh,  you're  on  a  wrong  track  altogether!''  the  elder  ex- 
claimed.   "  This  man  you  speak  of  wasn't  the  party  at  all." 

"No?" 

"  Certainly  not!  Carry  back  your  memory  to  the  time  of  tno 
Mountain  Meadow  massacree;  don't  you  remember  coming 
across  a  white  child  in  a  Ute  camp,  in  the  Wahsatcb  range?" 

"Yes." 

"  That  child  you  bought  from  the  Indians,  and  gave  to  a  white 
woman  in  Corinne  to  bring  up." 

"Yes;  I  remember  that  well  enough.  I  had  a  suspicion  at  the 
time  that  the  child  had  escaped  the  massacre,  although  tht 
Indians  denied  it;  but  the  woman  moved  away  long  ago  and 
took  the  child  with  her,  and  I  haven't  any  idea  what  has  become 
of  either  of  them. " 

"Ah,  but  I  have,  and  I  thought  you  knew;  the  child  is  this 
girl,  Polly." 

The  Danite  was  surprised  at  the  Intelligence. 

"  It  may  be  true,"  he  said,  slowly. 

"Oh,  I  am  sure  of  it,  and  I  have  questioned  the  girl,  too;  she 
remembers  the  massacree  well  enough,  but  has  sense,  gal  as  she 
is,  to  keep  a  still  tongue  in  her  head,  and  that's  the  reason,  John 
Clark,  why  she  is  not  for  you." 

"  And  does  not  the  same  reason  interfere  with  you,  too?" 

"Oh,  no!"  exclaimed  Biddeman,  quickly.  "I  am  one  of  the 
leading  men  among  the  Mormons.  As  my  wife  of  course  she  will 
be  obliged,  for  her  own  and  for  her  children's  sake,  to  keep  quiet 
about  what  she  knows  in  regard  to  that  affair;  a  sad  mistake  it 
was,  too,  John,  although  we  did  need  the  emigrants'  plunder 
pretty  badly  at  that  time,  but  I'm  afraid  that  some  of  us  will  be 
brought  to  book  for  it  some  of  these  days.  Now,  if  you  were  a 
rejr.-i.,r  Mormon — "  - 

"Instead  of  being  merely  a  Mormon  tool!"  interrupted  Clark, 
in  contempt. 

"  If  you  were  a  Mormon,  why,  you  might  stand  a  chance  of 
getting  the  girl." 

"But  as  it  is,  the  girl  is  yours  past  all  redemption,  eh?"  the 
Danite  asked,  in  his  slow,  solemn,  measured  way. 

"That's  the  way  I  look  at  it,  John!"  and  Biddeman  gave  a 
defiant  shake  of  the  head. 

"  But  not  the  way  I  look  at  it!"  and  the  Danite  slowly  arose 
to  his  feet. 

"  Eb,  what  do  you  mean?" 

"Exactly  what  I  told  you  before!  the  girl  is  not  for  you,  ex- 
cepting that  she  chooses  to  remain  with  you  here  in  this  house 
of  her  own  free  will." 

"The  girl  is  not  in  the  house!"  cried  Biddeman,  desperately. 
A  contest  was  at  hand  and  he  shrunk  from  it. 

"Oh,  don't  lie  to  me,  elder;  you're  only  wasting  your  breath !" 
was  the  Danite's  contemptuous  reminder,  and  as  he  spoke  he 
took  two  steps  t»ward  the  door. 

Biddeman  was  on  his  feet  in  an  instant,  the  revolver  glisten- 
ing in  his  hand,  but  in  his  confusion  and  anger  he  bad  neglected 
to  cock  it. 

"See  here,  John  Clark,  I  don't  want  to  kill  you!"  he  cried. 
"  I  don't  want  to  have  any  man's  blood  upon  my  hands,  but 
that  girl  up-stairs  belongs  to  me,  and  I'll  die  before  I  yield  her 
up  to  any  one  I  Take  care,  now !  I'm  desperate,  and  I'll  1  ay  you 
out  colder'n  a  wedge  if  you  don't  quit  interfering  in  this  here 
matter!" 

"Oh,  she  is  up-stairs,  eh?"  and  the  Danite,  turning  suddenly, 
faced  the  Mormon,  his  powerful,  keen-edged  knife  glistening  in 
his  brawny  fist. 

" Drop  your  hand,  or  I'll  cut  you  into  mince-meat!"  he  cried, 
sternly. 

"Keep  back,  or  I'll  fire!"  yelled  Biddeman,  almost  beside  him- 
self with  rage.  "  You  shan't  take  the  gal  from  me;  she's  mine, 
and  I'll  have  your  life  first!" 

Leveling  the  revolver  full  at  the  brawny  breast  of  the  Danite, 
the  Mormon  pulled  the  trigger,  but  as  he  had  neglected  to  cock 
the  weapon  of  course  no  discharge  followed. 

John  Clark's  keen  eyes  had  noticed  that  the  hammer  was  not 
raised,  or  else  the  Mormon  would  never  have  pressed  the  trigger 
with  his  finger. 

With  a  single  motion,  Clark  caught  the  Mormon  by  the  throat 
and  pressed  the  razor-like  point  of  the  keen  knife  against  the 
skin. 

"Drop  your  weapon,  or  I'll  drive  the  blade  home!"  he  hissed. 

And  most  assuredly  would  he  have  kept  his  word,  had  not 
another  hand  interposed.  A  shot  echoed  through  the  room,  and 
a  groan  of  mortal  agony  came  from  the  elder's  lips. 

CHAPTER  XXV. 

NOT  'DEAD  YET. 

Down,  flat  on  his  face,  biting  the  dust  like  a  serpen',  crushed  by 
a  morales*  heel,  was  Gold  Das. 
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Lured  from  his  shelter  by  a  cunning  trick,  he  had  fallen,  help- 
less, into  the  power  of  a  most  cruel  foe. 

Not  Billy  Butman,  for  that  crazy  fool  was  but  the  tool  used 

by  the  savage  assassin. 

A  tall,  dark  form,  revolver  in  hand,  the  hammer  drawn  back 
and  a  nervous  finger  pressed  on  the  trigger,  had  but  waited  for 
a  sight  of  the  plainsman's  head  to  send  home  the  deadly  ball. 

And  then,  when  Dan  was  down,  apparently  sent  direct  to  his 
long  home  by  the  loaded  messenger  of  death,  the  soul  of  the 
assassin  was  not  satisfied — his  thirst  for  vengeance  was  not 
quenched. 

"Down — down  to  eternal  flames  1"  the  dark  murderer  cried, 
his  voice  shrill  and  discordant,  more  like,  in  sound,  the  yell  of 
the  wild  beast,  frantic  for  his  prey,  than  the  tones  of  a  human. 

And  with  the  words,  six  more  shots  the  assassin  fired  at  the 
body  of  the  prostrate  man. 

The  drunken  Butman,  knocked  over  flat  on  his  back  by  the 
sudden  rush  forward  of  the  concealed  murderer,  suddenly  took 
it  into  his  head  that  he  was  about  to  be  killed  also,  and  so  set 
*p  a  most  dolorous  yell. 

"Ow,  ow,  lemme  go,  pardl  help,  murder!"  he  cried,  at  the 
top  of  his  lungs. 

"  Be  quiet,  you  fool!"  cried  the  stranger,  and  then,  to  give  due 
force  to  the  caution,  he  flung  the  now  useless  seven-shooter 
straight  at  the  head  of  the  yelling  drunkard,  and  so  true  the 
aim,  that  the  heavy  weapon  took  Butman  full  in  the  jaw,  eliciting 
a  most  tremendous  howl,  but  instead  of  quieting  the  unfortunate 
drunkard  the  blow  only  made  him  call  out  the  louder. 

"  This  fellow  will  bring  the  town  about  my  ears!"  the  assassin 
cried,  "but  my  work  is  done  until  we  meet  hereafter  in  the  flames 
of  hell!" 

And  then  turning  upon  his  heel  he  fled. 

Twenty  paces  off,  just  around  the  corner  of  the  nearest  shanty, 
a  horse  was  tied,  a  good-looking,  gray  animal,  and  one,  too,' 
that  evidently  could  be  depended  upon  to  cover  many  miles  in  a 
day  with  ease  and  comfort  to  its  rider. 

Straight  to  the  steed  the  assassin  ran,  vaulted  at  a  bound  upon 
its  back — no  circus-rider  in  the  world  could  have  mounted  more 
nimbly;  with  a  single  slash  of  the  broad -bladed  knife  which  he 
had  drawn  from  his  girdle  as  he  ran,  the  stranger  severed  the 
rope-halter  which  confined  the  horse,  and  giving  the  steed  the 
spur — these  keen  instruments  of  horse-torture  were  belted  to 
each  heel — away  at  headlong  speed  he  went. 

A  marvelous  rider  was  this  same  dark  stranger,  for  he  never 
even  stopped  to  adjust  his  feet  into  the  stirrups,  but  rode  away 
without  regarding  them,  sitting  in  the  saddle  as  though  in  the 
instant  he  hi:d  grown  to  be  a  port  nf  it. 

So  might  a  brave  of  the  Horse-Indians  ride,  the  finest  eques- 
trians in  the  known  world,  or  some  Mexican  or  Southern  Cali- 
fornian  herdsman,  used  to  the  saddle  from  childhood's  days. 

In  the  darkness  of  the  distance  the  horseman  vanished,  his 
flight  so  speedy,  his  disappearance  so  abrupt,  that  it  seemed 
almost  specter-like. 

Even  the  injured  Butman  forbore  to  yell,  although  he  did  rub 
his  injured  jaw  woefully,  as  he  watched  the  horseman's  rapid 
flight. 

Strange  as  it  may  appear,  all  this  noise— the  sharp  cracks  of 
the  revolver-shots,  the  yells  of  the  drunkard,  and  the  onward  rush 
of  the  horseman — excited  no  commotion  in  the  town  whatever. 

Not  a  soul  came  forward  to  the  scene  of  action  to  ascertain 
the  nature  of  the  trouble,  but  when  it  is  remembered  that  it  is 
a  common  custom  in  the  border  camps  tor  each  man  to  discharge 
his  fire-arms  at  night,  in  order  to  reload  afresh,  aud  it  was  not 
at  all  unusual  for  drunken  men  to  make  night  hideous  with  their 
howls,  or  for  horsemen  to  ride  at  headlong  speed  through  the 
town,  said  riders  generally  being  more  or  less  excited  by  liquor 
it  is  little  wonder  that  the  citizens  of  the  town  of  Corinne  rarely 
bothered  their  heads  to  look  into  the  cause  of  such  sounds  as 
bad  attended  the  murderous  attack  upon  Gold  Dan. 

Butman  slowly  rose,  and  with  unsteady  steps  staggered  over  to 
where  the  plainsmaa  lay  flat  on  his  face. 

"Blamed  ef  he  ain't  killed  the  man!"  the  borderer  exclaimed 
in  horror,  "  and  he  sed  that  it  were  all  a  joke,  too!" 

And  then,  kneeling  by  the  side  of  the  prostrate  form,  he  turned 
the  body  over  on  its  back. 

But  the  bold  and  hardy  adventurer  was  not  dead  yet;  the 
fortunate  star  which  sat  in  his  house  of  life  and  watched  over 
his  fortunes,  had  not  yet  paled  its  light. 

From  the  lips  of  the  supposed  dead  man  came  a  faint  sigh 
greatly  to  the  astonishment  of  the  drunken  Mr.  Butman.  ' 

"Wa-al!  may  I  be  kicked  to  death  by  cripples  ef  he  ain't 
a-gwine  to  come  to!"  Butman  ejaculated,  with  true  drunken 
gravity. 

Hardly  had  the  words  been  uttered,  when  the  eyes  of  Gold 
Dan  unclosed ;  he  blinked  for  a  moment  like  an  owl  brought  sud- 
denly from  the  darkness  into  the  light,  and  then  recovering  from 
the  stupor  produced  by  the  shock,  he  sat  bolt  upright  and  looked 
around  him  with  a  puzzled  air. 

Keen  of  wit  and  quick  in  instinct  as  was  the  plainsman,  for  a 
moment  he  was  unable  to  clearly  understand  what  had  happened. 

Wonderful  as  it  may  appear,  Gold  Dan  had  escaped  the  terrible 
assault  almost  unhurt. 

The  first  shot,  which  had  apparently  slain  him  outright,  had 
just  graaed  the  head,  bruising  the  skin  and  producing  temporary 
insensibility,  but  doing  no  greater  damage,  and  of  the  other  six 
shots,  fired  in  wanton  bloodthirstiness  at  an  apparently  dead  man 
only  two  of  the  balls  had  touched  the  person  of  the  plainsman  at 
all,  and  those  two  had  merely  inflicted  alight  flesh-wounds  just 
breaking  the  skin  and  drawing  the  blood,  but  nothing  more. 
The  blind  fury  of  the  assassin  had  proved  the  salvation  of  the 
borderer. 


"You  ain't  dead,  by  hookey!"  Butman  cried. 

The  words—the  voice,  instantly  recalled  all  that  had  transpired 
to  the  plainsman ;  his  brain  became  cleared  in  an  instant,  as  It 
were,  and  he  was  prompt  to  act. 

His  revolver  was  out  in  a  hurry  and  leveled  full  at  the  breast 
of  Butman. 

"Now  it's  my  turn!"  he  cried,  grimly. 

A  howl  came  instantly  from  the  lips  of  the  drunken  fellow. 

"Hoi'  on!  don't  put  a  hole  through  a  chap 'fore  he  Tcin  ex- 
plain!" Butman  cried,  in  terror.  "  Blest  ef  I  knew  w'at  he  was 
arterl  He  sed  it  was  a  joke,  an'  he  bet  me  ten  dollars  that  I 
didn't  dar'  to  heave  rocks  at  the  door  thar,  an'  in  course  I  wasn't 
a-gwine  to  be  dared  by  no  two-legged  man  in  Corinne,  ef  this 
hyer  court  knows  herself,  an'  she  thinks  she  does!" 

"He!"  Gold  Dan  cried;  he  was  quick  to  comprehend  that 
this  man  was  but  a  tool  in  another's  hands. 

"Yes,  the  fellow  that  sed  he  war  an  ole  side-partner  of  yourn, 
an'  he  sed,  too,  that  arter  I  got  you  out  we'd  all  go  an'  take  a 
drink  together." 

The  plainsman  understood  the  scheme  now  as  well  as  though 
he  had  planned  it  himself. 

"  And  the  moment  I  did  come  out  the  fellow  clapped  a  revol- 
ver to  my  head  and  fired,  eh!" 

"You  bet!"  rried  Butman,  impressively,  "an'  then  when  yoa 
tumbled  over  — I  thought  your  goose  was  cooked  for  sure- he 
jest  let  you  nave  all  the  rest  of  the  barrels  of  his  shooting-iron, 
an'  he  yelled  out  that  he'd  meet  you  in  blazes,  some  day  F 

"Where  is  he?  Which  way  did  he  go?"  asked  Dan,  springing 
to  his  feet,  entirely  recovered  from  the  effects  of  the  shock. 

"  South,  on  a  big  gray  horse,  an'  as  fast  as  he  could  put  in  the 
licks!" 

"  A  thousand  dollars  to  a  cent  that  it  was  one  of  the  Danites!'' 
Dan  cried,  under  bis  breath,  "but  I'll  hunt  him  down  if  the 
chase  leads  me  clear  into  Salt-Lake  City,  and  I  have  to  drag  him 
from  the  altar  of  the  Mormon  temple!" 

And  then,  without  paying  any  more  attention  to  the  drunken 
fellow,  who  was  considerably  amazed  at  the  strange  events  of 
the  night,  Dan  locked  the  door  of  his  shanty  and  hurried  to  the 
corral  of  the  hotel  where  his  horse  was  kept. 

CHAPTER  XXVI. 

THE  PURSUIT. 

iV ithin  fifteen  minutes  of  the  time  when  the  shot  had  been  fired 
V  the  masked  assassin,  which  had  so  nearly  ended  the  career 
of  the  bold  plainsman.  Dan  was  in  the  saddle  and  rode  out  tot 
Corinne,  hot  on  the  trail. 

"If  it  was  a  Danite— and  who  else  would  — v  my  life— the 
ohances  are  ten  to  one  that  he  will  head  directly  for  Salt- Lake 
City,"  he  mused  as  he  rode  along.  "He  has  only  about  fifteen 
minutes  start  of  me,  and  the  probabilities  are  that  he  will  not 
push  his  animal  to  its  best,  for  of  course  he  has  but  little  fear  of 
pursuit.  He  believes  that  I  am  done  for  and  will  not  fear  a  close 
chase.  It  is  a  good  thirty-six  miles  from  here  to  the  Mormon 
town,  and  in  that  distance  fifteen  minutes,  more  or  less  don't 
amount  to  much;  besides,  it's  big  odds  that  he  is  not  so  well 
mounted  as  I  am;  few  horses  from  here  to  the  Missouri  can  out, 
foot  this  mare. " 

And  the  plainsman  spoke  with  truth,  for  the  horse  he  bestrod* 
was  indeed  far  superior  to  the  average  horse  of  the  frontier 
being  a  long-legged,  rangey  built  mare,  formed  both  for  speed 
and  endurance. 

Straight  southward  Dan  rode,  following  the  trail  leadins 
directly  to  the  Salt-Lake  Valley. 

Nobly  the  gallant  mare  responded  to  its  master's  hand  and 
heel  aud  galloped  on  at  race-horse  speed. 

The  rays  of  the  moon  lighted  up  the  darkness  of  the  night 
so  that  the  narrow  trail  was  easily  discerned. 

Fully  armed  was  Dan,  and  amply  prepared  for  the  struggfo 
which  was  sure  to  follow  the  overtaking  of  the  stranger  who  had 
attempted  such  a  cowardly  assassination. 

"It  will  be  his  life  or  mine!"  Dan  muttered,  as  he  rode  along 
urging  his  horse  to  its  topmost  speed,  "  and  I  reckon  that  the  thing 
will  be  a  heap  more  even  than  when  he  plugged  me  without  warn- 
ing. That  was  as  narrow  a  shave  as  I  ever  had,  but  I  reckon  I'm 
not  fated  to  die  yet  awhile." 

Ten  or  twelve  miles  the  plainsman  had  ridden,  pushing  his 
horse  forward  at  its  best  speed,  and  for  the  last  few  minutes 
he  had  listened  eagerly  to  see  if  he  could  not  catch  the  sound 
of  flying  hoofs.  The  country  was  rolling  and  uneven,  so  that 
the  trail  was  rarely  visible  more  than  half  a  mile  in  advance. 

The  watch  was  fruitless;  th«  silence  of  the  night  reigned 
supreme,  only  broken  by  the  sharp  hoof-thumps  of  the  plains- 
man's mare. 

The  brow  of  the  borderer  clouded  with  vexation. 

"He  has  either  taken  another  road  or  else  his  horse  is  good 
enough  to  win  a  four- mile  race  from  the  best  in  the  country  t" 
he  cried  aloud. 

A  hundred  yards  further  on  and  he  came  to  a  level  stretch 
from  whence  a  view  of  the  road  could  be  had  for  a  couple  of 
miles. 

Dan  rose  eagerly  in  his  stimips  the  better  to  scan  the  road, 
but  he  was  doomed  to  disappointment,  for  not  a  living  thins 
was  in  sight. 

"I  fear  that  I  am  on  the  wrong  track,  '  the  plainsman  ex- 
claimed, reining  in  his  horse,  half  inclined  to  give  up  the  chase  as 
fruitlesK.  "Perhaps  the  scent  is  a  false  one,  after  all?"  And 
then,  su.idenly,  to  the  mind  of  Dan  came  the  mysterious  warning 
which  had  been  so  strangely  conveyed  to  him.  And  now  when  he 
reflected  upon  the  matter  the  mystery  in  part  was  solved.  At 
the  back  of  the  shanty,  which  was  not  over  six  feet  from  th* 
ground,  the  chimney  of  the  house  was  placed,  and  as  the  back 
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of  the  shanty  was  banked  up  to  keep  ont  the  cold,  it  would  be  an 
easy  matter  for  any  one  to  climb  onto  the  roof  and  speak  down 
the  chimney. 

"  What  was  it?"  Dan  murmured,  striving  to  recall  the  words 
of  the  warning.  "  '  A  madman,  wild  with  despair,'  or  something 
of  that  sort ;  hang  me !  if  I  can  make  head  or  tail  of  this  affair, 
anyhow!" 

And  as  the  plainsman  was  thus  irresolutely  puzzling  over  the 
subject,  and  debating  the  matter  in  his  mind,  suddenly  to  his 
ears  came  the  sound  of  a  horse's  hoofs — neither  before  nor  behind 
him,  but  on  his  left  hand  from  amid  the  thicket  which  fringed 
the  trail. 

Attracted  by  the  sound,  and  wondering  from  whence  the  horse- 
man was  riding,  for  it  did  not  seem  possible  that  one  could  ride 
through  the  tangled  recesses  of  the  wood,  composed  as  it  was  of 
scrubby  oaks,  dwarf  pines,  and  other  low-growing  trees — the 
keen  eyes  of  the  borderer  searching  for  a  clew  to  explain  this 
mystery,  discovered  that  about  a  hundred  yards  further  on  there 
was  a  break  in  the  forest  wall,  and  instantly  he  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  a  trail  from  the  eastward  led  into  the  main  road 
at  that  point. 

So  the  puzzle  of  the  horse's  hoofs  was  easily  explained.  A 
traveler  coming  up  the  side  trail  was  about  to  enter  upon  the 
main  road. 

Of  course  the  new-comer  had  no  idea  that  there  was  another 
person  near  at  hand,  for  Dan  was  now  sitting  motionless  upon 
his  halted  steed. 

"  I  wonder  if  it  will  be  worth  while  to  ask  this  stranger  if  he 
has  seen  anything  of  a  man  on  a  gray  horse?"  the  plainsman 
murmured,  as  he  waited  for  the  new-comer  to  make  his  ap- 
pearance. 

The  man  was  riding  quite  rapidly,  as  could  be  easily  told  from 
the  quick  succession  of  hoof -strokes. 

Soon  into  the  main  trail  came  the  horseman — a  man  of  medium 
size,  dressed  roughly  after  the  fashion  of  the  frontier;  well-armed, 
too,  for  the  moonbeams  played  carelessly  upon  the  bright  blade 
of  a  keen,  broad-bladed  knife,  thrust  sheathless  through  the 
strap-belt  which  girded  in  his  waist,  and  danced  gleefully  upon 
the  polished  butts  of  the  revolvers  belted  to  his  side,  and  in  his 
hand  also  the  horseman  carried  another  revolver,  as  though  he 
feared  that  a  struggle  for  life  or  death  might  be  forced  upon  him 
at  any  moment. 

The  moment  the  eyes  of  the  plainsman  fell  upon  the  horseman 
a  thrill  passed  through  his  stalwart  frame.  The  man  was  no 
stranger  to  him!  He  was  sure  of  it,  for  he  had  recognized  the 
figure,  although  the  broad-brimmed  felt  hat  which  the  rider 
wore  low  down  over  his  brows  completely  concealed  the  faca. 
Though  the  plainsman  felt  certain  that  he  knev*  this  man,  yet 
he  could  not  for  the  life  of  him  tell  who  he  was  or  where  he  had 
encountered  him. 

The  Stranger  was  well  mounted — the  steed  a  chestnut  in  color 
and  an  excellent  goer. 

Dan,  now  determined  to  clear  up  the  mystery,  put  spurs  to 
his  horse  and  galloped  onward  to  overtake  the  other.  Instantly 
the  stranger  turned  in  the  saddle. 

"Hallo,  mister!"  cried  Dan,  as  he  galloped  onward,  "have  you 
met  a  man  on  a  gray  horse  to-night?" 

A  yell  of  agony  came  from  the  rider's  lips;  he  reeled  in  the 
saddle  as  though  stricken  to  the  heart  by  a  mortal  dart. 

"Oh,  saints  in  heaven,  will  nothing  kill  this  man?"  he  cried; 
"  or  is  this  his  spirit  fresh  from  hell  and  doomed  evermore  to 
follow  in  my  track?" 

And  then,  without  warning,  he  let  fly  his  revolver  full  at  the 
breast  of  the  astonished  plainsman,  who  now  comprehended  that 
before  him  was  the  man  he  had  been  seeking — the  assassin  who 
had  fled  from  Corinne,  mounted  upon  a  gray  horse! 

That  the  fellow  had  a  lair  in  the  thicket  hard  by,  somewheres, 
and  that  he  had  stopped  to  change  horses,  Dan  guessed,  for  to 
that  circumstance  was  due  the  fact  that  he  had  been  enabled  to 
come  up  with  his  enemy. 

Crack,  crack,  crack!  rung  out  the  quick  sharp  bark  of  the 
revolver,  a  self-cocking  tool,  and  the  discharges  so  close  together 
that  they  seemed  almost  like  one  report. 

And  under  the  deadly  fire  down  went  both  horse  and  rider. 
Luck  was  against  the  unprepared  and  unsuspecting  Dan. 

CHAPTER  XXVII. 

A  MILD  TALE. 

The  elder  was  down,  mortally  hurt.  Just  a  single  moan  of 
agony,  and  then  all  was  over;  the  ball  had  struck  him  square  in 
the  temple,  just  above  the  nose. 

For  a  moment  the  Danite  chief  stared,  astonished  at  the  fearful 
Bight— the  dreadful  work  of  an  unknown  foe,  for  the  shot  had 
come  from  the  window,  fired  by  some  one  concealed  in  the 
grounds  without.  The  secret  slayer  had  spared  the  dark  Danite 
chief  and  selected  the  elder  as  a  victim,  that  was  evident. 

And  yet,  without  the  house,  there  was  not  a  sign  to  denote  the 
presence  of  a  living  creature,  bird,  beast,  or  human. 

The  Danite  turned  to  the  casement  and  surveyed  the  grounds 
without.  Twenty  paces  away  was  the  open  stockade  gate,  left 
open  by  the  Danite  himself  on  his  hurried  entrance.  Through 
this  the  unknown  foe  had  fired  the  fatal  shot,  and  then  had  fled. 

"Was  it  a  friend  or  foe?"  the  dark  Danite  mused.  "If  a 
friend,  why  did  he  not  wait  that  I  might  know  whom  to  thank 
lor  the  service,  for,  in  truth,  this  brutal  dog  meant  to  kill  me, 
if  I  interfered  in  his  schemes." 

Thus  contemptuously  did  the  agent  of  Mormon  vengeance 
refer  to  the  man  now  weltering  in  his  gore,  who,  living,  had 
heen  one  of  the  "pillars  of  the  church  of  Zion." 

As  the  Danite  gazed  upon  the  ghastly  face  of  the  dead  man, 
a  strange  feeling  of  terror  came  stealing  over  his  heart  of  iron. 
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There  was  no  mistaking  the  mark  of  the  bullet  The  self-same 
hand  which  had  laid  the  burly  Googer  low,  in  the  street  of 
Corinne,  had  given  his  brother  Mormon  his  death-wound !  The 
mark  of  the  big  derringer  bullet  proved  that,  and  then  instantly 
to  his  mind  flashed  thoughts  of  Gold  Dan;  but  if  Dan  had  dealt 
this  blow,  why  had  he  not  spared  the  Mormon  and  taken  him,  the 
one  he  had  most  to  fear? 

The  Danite  glared  around  him,  apparently  seeking  an  answer 
to  the  question,  and  then,  out  upon  the  stillness  of  the  night, 
rung  the  sounds  of  a  horse's  hoofs,  urged  to  topmost  speed. 

Was  the  new-comer  friend  or  foe? 

A  horseman  came  dashing  through  the  gate,  reined  up  his 
steed  so  abruptly  that  the  brute  came  trembling  back  upon  his 
haunches,  and  then  threw  himself  to  the  ground. 

It  was  the  Texan! 

And  so  white — so  full  of  excitement  that  he  seemed  like  a 
maniac. 

He  darted  into  the  house,  and,  pistol  in  hand,  stood  trembling 
at  the  door,  eagerly  listening  as  if  he  had  been  pursued  by  a  score 
of  fiends. 

"  What's  the  matter?"  asked  Clark  in  his  deep- toned  voice, 

so  quiet  and  yet  so  full  of  command,  advancing  as  he  spoke 
and  laying  his  broad  palm  upon  the  shoulder  of  the  other. 

"This  man!  he  is  a  devil!  I  cannot  kill  him!"  the  breathless, 
gasping  horseman  exclaimed,  shivering  with  nervous  excitement, 
and  yet  evidently  feeling  the  soothing  restraint  of  Clark's  power- 
ful will. 

"  You  speak  of  Gold  Dan?" 

"Yes." 

"  You  have  not  killed  him,  then?' 

"Yes,  I  have  killed  him  twice,"  the  man  answered,  incohe- 
rently, the  nervous  excitement  beginning  to  subside,  and  with 
it  the  frantic  strength  which  had  sustained  him  so  well  during 
the  wild  scenes  of  the  night.  His  breath  came  heavily,  and  he 
leaned  for  support  against  the  door-casement. 

"Killed  him  twice,  eh?"  the  Danite  repeated;  "why  he  must 
have  as  many  lives  as  a  cat." 

"Through  a  trick,  I  lured  him  from  his  house,  and  then 
the  instant  his  head  appeared  without  the  door,  I  drove  a  bullet 
into  his  skull  at  a  foot's  distance." 

"  Well,  that  ought  to  have  settled  any  ordinary  man,"  Clark 
observed,  in  his  quiet  way,  still  keeping  a  close  watch  with  his 
keen  eyes  upon  the  agitated  face  of  the  other. 

"And  then  when  he  fell  prostrate  at  my  feet — fell  like  a  log, 
hewed  down  by  the  ax  of  the  chopper — to  make  my  vengeance 
more  certain,  I  emptied  my  revolvers  into  his  body." 

"And  yet  he  escaped?"  Clark  exclaimed,  jumping  to  a  quick 
conclusion. 

"I  tell  you  I  saw  him  dead  at  my  feet!"  t^e  man  cried,  vehe- 
mently, "with  no  more  life  in  him  than  is  in  the  raw-hide 
fastened  to  yonder  saddle,  blood  gushing  from  him  from  a  half- 
dozen  wounds,  each  one  big  enough  to  let  out  a  life." 

"Oh,  then  he  is  dead?"  Clark  began  to  believe  that  the  man 
was  either  drunk  or  crazy. 

"No,  he  is  not  dead,  or  else  if  he  is  dead  his  spirit  haunts  me!" 
the  Texan  cried,  trembling  with  excitement  and  his  fierce,  black 
eyes  rolling  in  such  frenzy  that  they  seemed  likely  to  pop' out  of 
his  head. 

Clark  laughed  grimly;  neither  man  nor  devil  could  daunt  his 
soul;  the  first  he  despised,  the  second  he  doubted.  He  had  seen 
many  a  stout  fellow  go  down  in  fierce  and  bloody  fire,  fated 
never  to  rise  again  in  life,  but  never  a  one  of  them  all  had  ever 
come  back  to  revisit  the  glimpses  of  the  moon,  to  his  knowledge. 

"After  I  had  slain  him,"  the  Texan  continued,  "after  I  had 
given  him  wounds  enough  to  let  out  the  lives  of  six  men,  I  flung 
myself  upon  my  horse,  and  fled.  I  rode  straight  to  your  den,  just 
as  you  directed.  I  found  the  horse  there,  as  you  told  me  I 
should.  I  mounted,  and  rode  straight  for  this  point,  according 
to  the  instructions  fastened  to  the  saddle;  but  an  hour  ago,  when 
I  turned  into  the  main  trail,  who  should  I  come  face  to  face 
with,  but  this  man  I" 

"  With  Gold  Dan?" 

"Yes;  unhurt — unharmed!" 

"  You  are  sure?" 

"  Yes;  either  he  it  was,  or  the  devil  in  his  likeness." 

"And  what  did  you  do?" 

"  Fired  six  more  shots,  straight  at  his  heart!" 

"Yes!" 

"And  he  fell,  all  bloody  as  before." 

"  And  you  fled  again?" 

"Yes." 

"  Without  waiting  to  see  whether  your  shots  had  really  taken 
effeet  or  not?" 

"I  waited  for  nothing,"  the  man  answered,  wildly.  "I  fled;, 
that  is  all.    Wait!  you  will  see  his  spirit  come  riding  up  soon!" 

From  the  wildness  of  the  man's  manner,  the  idea  occurred  to 
the  Danite  that  all  his  story  was  but  the  fancy  of  a  disordered 
brain,  and  so  he  resolved  to  act  accordingly. 

"  I  have  changed  my  plans,"  he  said,  abruptly.  "  Instead  of 
going  to  Salt-Lake  I  want  you  to  return  to  my  den  in  the  moun- 
tains, and  keep  close  there  till  I  come  to  you." 

"I  will,  but  I  will  not  return  the  way  I  came,"  the  man 
replied,  with  a  shudder;  "  his  spirit  bars  the  path!"  And  then, 
without  more  words,  he  flung  himself  into  the  saddle  and  rode 
off  in  the  direction  of  Salt-Lak». 

"Poor  devil!  he's  mad!"  the  Danite  exclaimed. 

CHAPTER  XXVIII. 

THE    SECRET    8  LAYER  AGAIN. 

The  Texan  had  fled  at  his  horse's  topmost  speed,  and  the- 
Danite  watobed  his  departure  in  amasement. 
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"  It's  no  use  to  send  him  to  Salt  Lake  as  long  as  he's  in  this 
condition,"  he  muttered.  "The  man  is  a  lunatic  beyond  a 
doubt.  I  don't  believe  that  he's  seen  Gold  Dan  at  all ;  in  madness 
he  dreams  of  delusions." 

The  sound  of  the  hoof-beats  of  the  flying  steed  died  away  in 
the  distance,  and  the  Danite  dismis-ed  the  subject  from  his  mind. 

"  Now  for  Polly,"  he  murmured,  as  he  turned  and  again  looked 
upon  the  body  of  the  Mormon,  slain  so  mysteriously  by  the  secret 
assassin. 

"Whoever  fired  the  shot  did  me  a  service,  for  Biddeman 
meant  mischief,"  he  mused.  "The  girl  is  up-stairs,  I  suppose. 
Poor  child  I  it  was  a  narrow  escape  for  her;  this  fellow  would 
have  had  no  mercy  upon  her,  and  to  think  that  for  years  I  have 
been  low  and  degraded  enough  to  do  the  dirty  work  of  such 
rascals  as  this  hound  and  the  rest  of  his  brethren!  Bah!  Iam 
worse  than  a  red-skin!" 

With  this  contemptuous  exclamation,  the  Danite  proceeded 
to  search  the  ranch  in  order  to  discover  the  prison-place  of  the 
girl,  which  was  soon  found,  and  great  was  the  joy  of  the  captive 
when  she  looked  upon  the  stern  face  of  the  Danite  chief. 

Man  of  blood  though  he  was,  hated  by  some  and  feared  by  all, 
yet  on  this  occasion  he  seemed  like  a  guardian  angel  to  ihe  girl. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Clark,  you  will  take  me  away  from  this  dreadful 
place,  won't  you?"  she  cried. 

"Yes,  you  are  free  to  depart;  no  one  will  attempt  to  detain 
you,"  he  answered. 

"And  Mr.  Biddeman?"  Polly  questioned,  with  a  timid  glance 
around  as  though  she  feared  the  burly  Mormon  would  step  for- 
ward and  attempt  to  prevent  her  departure. 

"  You  need  have  no  more  fear  of  him,"  replied  Clark,  in  his 
grim  way.  "  He  will  never  trouble  anybody  any  more,  in  this 
world." 

The  girl  understood  his  meaning,  and  a  slight  shudder  passed 
over  her  slender  frame. 

"And  you  had  to  kill  him  to  save  me?"  she  asked,  grateful 
and  yet  regretful  that  blood  had  been  shed. 

"  No,  he  did  not  fall  by  my  hand,  although  as  things  stood, 
the  chances  were  that  he  would  either  kill  me  or  I  him,  within 
ten  minutes,  when  some  unknown  party  settled  the  matter  by 
shooting  the  elder  through  the  window." 

"And  you  do  not  know  who  it  was?" 

"No;  not  the  slightest  idea,  excepting  that  it  was  no  friend 
to  the  Mormons,  and  perhaps  not  to  me,  although,  if  the  party 
had  chosen  he  might  as  easily  have  settled  me  as  the  elder,  for  I 
was  nearest  to  the  window." 

"Oh,  let  me  get  away  from  this  horrid  place!"  the  girl 
cried,  impulsively,  advancing  toward  the  door. 

The  Danite  moved  to  one  side,  to  allow  her  to  pass. 
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"  I  am  afraid  to  go  alone,"  she  said;  "  will  you  not  come  with 

"Afraid  to  go  alone,  and  yet  not  afraid  to  trust  mef"  he 
asked,  his  strong  voiee  growing  quite  soft,  and  even  tender. 
Trustfully  she  extended  her  hand  to  him. 

"No;  I  am  not  at  all  afraid  of  you,  though  men  do  talk  evil 
of  you. " 

The  stern  face  of  the  Danite  seemed  to  grow  darker  and 
sterner  than  ever,  as  he  took  the  little  hand  of  the  girl,  and 
conducted  her  down  the  stairs. 

"The  horses  are  in  the  corral,"  he  said,  as  they  paused  by 
the  open  door  of  the  ranch;  "within  an  hour's  time,  you  shall 
be  safe  at  home." 

"  Oh,  how  can  I  ever  repay  you  for  this  great  kindness!" 
she  exclaimed,  in  an  outburst  of  gratitude. 

"  Repay  me!"  he  replied,  and  his  voice  seemed  to  tremble  as  he 
spoke;  "why,  when  you  hear  men  speak  of  John  Clark — when 
you  hear  him  called  a  villain  and  a  cutthroat,  just  close  your 
ears  and  try  to  remember  that,  bad  as  he  was,  he  dared  to  brave 
the  wrath  of  the  Saints  of  Utah  by  rescuing  you,  a  helpless  victim, 
from  their  hands." 

"Why  do  you  stay  here?"  the  cried,  abruptly.  "This  is  not 
the  only  country  in  all  the  world!  If  you  were  to  go  to  some 
far-off  land,  no  one  there  would  know  any  thing  about  you ;  you 
could  begin  life  anew,  and  if  you  haven't  done  quite  right  in 
the  past,  you  can  strive  to  make  up  for  it  by  doing  a  great  deal 
of  good  in  the  future." 

"Polly,  your  advice  is  good,  and  I  ought  to  act  upon  it,"  he 
replied,  slowly,  "but  it's  hard  work  for  a  man  to  get  out  of  the 
traces  when  once  he's  fairly  in;  besides,  I  haven't  got  anything 
to  live  for,  and  I  might  as  well  die  here  as  anywhere  else. 
There's  a  tough  time  ahead  for  the  Mormons,  or  I'm  out  in  my 
wckoning.  In  the  future  they  won't  be  able  to  carry  matters 
with  the  same  high  hand  that  they  have  done  in  the  past.  No, 
Polly,  IH  stay  here  and  die  in  my  tracks,  with  my  boots  on,  as 
many  a  better  man  than  me  has  done.-' 

"Isn't  there  any  thing  that  will  induce  you  to  quit  this  life 
and  go  away?''  she  asked,  earnestly. 

And  as  she  put  the  question,  looking  eagerly  with  her  big,  blue 
eyes  full  into  the  dark-browed  face  of  the  Danite,  a  wild  wish 
came  up  in  the  stern  heart,  which  long  ago  he  had  believed  to  be 
dead  to  all  tender  emotions. 

"  Yes,  Polly,  one  thing  would  induce  me  to  go  away  and  make 
a  new  try  for  it." 

"Oh,  go — do  go!"  she  cried,  impulsively. 

"  If  I  could  get  a  little  girl  like  you,  Polly,  to  go  with  me — 
to  devote  her  young  life  to  trying  to  make  a  better  man  of 
me,  why,  I'd  try  the  riffle!" 

The  girl  colored  in  confusion,  and  yet  her  embarrassment  was 
not  unmixed  with  joy,  for  in  her  heart  of  hearts  she  favored 
this  great  giant  of  a  man — this  terrible  Danite  chief,  Long  John 
Clark.  Duke  of  Corinne. 


It  was  the  old  story.    As  the  poet  says: 

"  In  joining  contrasts  lieth  love's  delights, 
Hence  hands  of  snow  in  palms  of  russet  lie; 
The  form  of  Hercules  affects  the  sylph's; 
And  forms  that  ease  the  lion's  fear-proof  heart. 
Find  their  loved  lodge  in  breasts  where  tremors  dwell  " 

"Polly,  what  do  you  say?"  the  Danite  asked;  "will  you  go 
with  me?  I'm  no  Mormon  with  a  dozen  wives!  In  fact,  in  all 
my  life,  I  never  before  saw  the  woman  that  was  worth  two 
straws  to  me  until  you  came  across  my  path;  but  you,  why,  I've 
seen  you  grow  up  from  a  child,  and  I've  watched  over  you  as 
a  father  would  watch  over  his  first-born,  and  when  I  heard  that 
this  brute  of  a  Mormon  had  lured  you  away,  I  made  up  my 
mind  to  have  you  back,  if  it  cost  a  dozen  lives.  Pa  their  Mor- 
mon dog,  but  I'm  ugly  sometimes,  and  just  as  apt  to  bite  friend 
as  foe;  they  know  it,  too,  and  there's  not  one  of  the  Saints,  from 
Brigham  downward,  but  will  think  twice  before  he  crosses  the 
path  of  John  Clark.  Come!  say  the  word,  and  I'll  take  you 
miles  and  miles  away  from  here!  We'll  go  'way  off  over  the 
Rockies  to  the  golden  shores  of  the  Pacific;  we'll  find  a  home 
amid  the  foot-hills,  where  we  can  forget  the  past — forget  that 
we  ever  knew  such  a  place  as  this  modern  Sodom  of  a  Utah.'" 

"  I  will  go  anywheres  with  you,"  the  girl  said,  simply  and 
shyly,  hiding  her  face  upon  his  broad  breast  as  she  spoke. 

"  Heaven  help  me  to  treat  you  well,  so  that  you  may  never 
have  cause  to  regret  this  step!"  the  Danite  exclaimed,  earnestly, 
stooping  his  massive  head  and  touching  the  forehead  of  the  girl 
with  his  hps. 

And  then,  as  the  soft  sound  of  the  caress  trembled  on  the 
air,  there  came  the  sharp,  quick  bark  of  a  pistol-shot,  fired 
from  the  extreme  end  of  the  entry  in  the  rear;  the  door  sud- 
denly slammed  to  and  the  key  turned  in  the  lock  outside. 

A  stifled  gasp  of  mortal  agony  came  from  the  red  lips  of  the 
girl ;  her  head  sunk  back,  and  as  quick  as  the  lightning's  flash 
the  consciousness  came  to  John  Clark  that  he  held  a  piece  of 
lifeless  clay  within  his  arms. 

For  a  moment  he  stood  like  one  turned  into  stone,  and  then  a 
step  in  the  front  door  seemed  to  rouse  him  into  action  again,  and, 
turning,  he  faced  Gold  Dan  upon  the  threshold! 

CHAPTER  XXIX. 

A     CLEW    A  T  LAST. 

Framed  in  the  open  doorway  appeared  the  figure  of  the 
plainsman,  gazing  with  astonished  eyes  upon  the  tragic  scene. 

Involuntarily  the  strong  right  hand  of  the  Danite  grasped  the 
butt  of  bis  revolver,  while  at  the  same  time  with  the  other  he 
supported  the  helpless  form  of  the  stricken  girl. 

But  Gold  Dan  was  on  the  alert ;  he  had  been  assailed  too  often 
lately  to  permit  himself  to  be  again  taken  at  a  disadvantage. 
JTi«  -evolver  was  out,  and  with  the  shining  tube  he  covered  th« 
broad  chest  of  the  Danile  chief. 

"Don't  attempt  to  lift  your  hand,  or  I'll  drill  a  hole  right 
through  you!"  he  cried.  "  I'm  not  seeking  a  quarrel,  but  if  it 
does  come,  I'll  have  the  first  crack!" 

The  thought  of  the  Danite  had  been  that  the  plainsman  was  the 
author  of  the  mischief  done  to  the  girl,  but  a  moment's  reflection 
dispelled  the  idea.  The  shot  had  been  fired  from  the  rear,  and 
almost  at  the  same  moment  that  Gold  Dan  had  appeared  in  the 
front  doorway. 

Clearly  it  was  impossible  that  he  could  be  the  secret  slayer. 

In  the  nlind  of  the  Danite  there  was  not  the  slightest  doubt 
that  the  shot  had  been  aimed  at  his  life,  but  a  sudden  move- 
ment of  the  girl  had  baffled  the  plan,  and  at  a  fearful  cost. 

"Go  your  way,  stranger!"  cried  Clark;  "you  and  I  will 
never  be  friends,  but  at  the  present  moment  1  seek  only  the 
cowardly  hound  who  fired  the  shot  that  has  resulted  so  terribly." 

"Is  she  dead,  poor  child?" 

"  Alas!  I  fear  so,"  and  big  tears  stood  in  the  eyes  of  the  stern, 
strong  man. 

A  convulsive  movement  unclosed  the  lips  of  the  stricken  girl, 
and  a  few  words  escaped  from  them. 

It  was  tha  last  effort  of  life.  * 

"  Oh,  how  could  you  kill  me?"  she  murmured,  and  then  she 
whiepered  a  name;  so  low  and  faint  that  it  seemed  only  a  sigh, 
but  the  quick  ears  of  the  Danite  caught  the  sound,  and  a  look  of 
wonder  passed  over  his  face. 

"  Can  it  be  possible?"  he  murmured.  He  bent  over  the  girl 
as  though  he  fain  would  have  questioned  her,  but  it  was  too  late ; 
the  spirit  had  fled,  and  stern  John  Clark  saw  that  he  held  a  'ife- 
less  form  within  his  arms. 

Slowly,  and  as  gently  as  a  mother  soothing  her  first-born,  the 
fierce  chief  of  border  war  carried  the  helpless  form  and  deposited 
it  upon  the  rude  setter',  which  formed  part  of  the  furniture  of 
the  room,  laid  the  nerveless  arms  carefully  across  the  swelling 
bosom,  that,  but  a  few  short  minutes  before  had  beat  with  joy 
and  hope,  and  then  he  turned  and  faced  the  plainsman,  who 
still  fingered  upon  the  threshold. 

"  You  seek  something — what  is  it?" 

"A  tall,  dark  fellow  who  has  twice  attempted  ray  !u<j  to- 
night," replied  Gold  Dan,  promptly. 
"  What  have  I  to  do  with  him?" 
"  Is  he  not  one  of  your  gang?" 

"  My  gang!"  Clark  asked,  slowly,  but  with  a  vacant  AEpressioB 
upon  his  face,  which  plainly  revealed  that  his  thoughts  were  far 
away. 

"  Yes,  a  Danite. " 

"Oh,  no." 

The  denial  did  not  convince  the  plainaman. 

"  Twice,  to-night,  have  I  escaped  him  almost  by  a  miracle,"  he 
said.  "He  came  this  way,  and  I  have  followed  close  upon  his 
footsteps.  This  is  a  Mormon  ranch,  and  just  the  place  to  afford 
him  shelter." 


Gold  Dan. 
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"  He  is  not  here." 

"  Buy  he  has  been  here!" 

"Perhaps." 

"  And  where  is  he  now?" 
The  Datlite  shook  his  head. 

"  If  he  was  one  of  my  gang,  as  you  evidently  believe,  do  you 
suppose,  for  a  single  instant,  that  I  would  give  you  any  infor- 
mation in  regard  to  him?  I  say  to  you  that  he  is  not  here — 
there  is  no  one  here  beside  myself  and  two  lifeless  bodies.  If 
you  doubt  me,  search  the  house;  you  are  welcome  to  do  so,  as 
far  as  I  am  concerned.  For  the  present,  I  do  not  wish  to  quarrel 
with  you — I  do  not  wish  to  quarrel  with  any  mortal  soul  until 
I  have  hunted  down  the  slayer  of  this  poor  child,  and  given  him 
to  as  cruel  a  death  as  the  mind  of  man  can  invent,  and  then,  after 
that  is  accomplished,  I'm  your  meat,  or  anybody  else's." 

The  plainsman  was  a  little  puzzled  by  the  speech ;  yet  it  bore 
truth  on  the  face  of  it.  It  was  of  no  use,  then,  to  waste  time 
here,  and  of  little  avail  to  push  onward,  dismounted  as  he  was, 
and  so  he  determined  to  return  to  Corinne  for  the  present,  and 
there  deliberate  over  a  course  of  action. 

••All  right!  I  seek  no  quarrel  except  with  this  fellow  who 
has  twice  attempted  to  murder  me  unawares.  The  next  time  we 
meet,  perhaps  the  chances  will  be  more  even,  and  then  if  he  es- 
capes me  I  won't  complain,"  and  with  this  speech,  Gold  Dan 
turned  and  strode  away,  leaving  the  Danite  chief  alone  with  the 
dead. 

Motionless  as  a  statue  Clark  stood  until  the  sound  of  the 
plainsman's  step  died  away  in  the  distance.  The  Danite  seemed 
like  a  man  stunned  by  a  heavy  blow.  In  truth,  it  was  a  terrible 
shock.  For  years  Clark  had  led  the  life  of  an  outcast  and  a 
wanderer.  Few  of  womankind  had  ever  attracted  his  eyes,  and 
they,  such  as  they  were,  were  but  toys  to  amuse  a  passing  hour. 
But  this  girl — this  child,  so  young,  so  innocent,  so  different  from 
the  bold,  coarse  women,  the  painted  "angels"  of  the  frontier 
towns,  that  she  seemed  like  a  creature  cast  in  a  different  mold, 
had  entwined  herself  around  his  heart,  and  now  that  she  was 
torn  suddenly  from  him,  it  seemed  as  if  a  great  piece  of  his 
life  was  gone. 

He  walked  slowly  over  to  her  side,  and  gazed  wistfully  at  the 
pretty  face  now  cold  in  death. 

"If  she  had  only  lived,  I  might  have  become  a  different  man," 
he  muttered.  "John  Clark,  the  Danite  leader — Long  John 
Clark,  the  Duke  of  Corinne,  would  never  more  have  struck  ter- 
ror into  the  souls  of  the  Gentiles;  a  simple  ranchman,  I  might 
have  forgotten  the  old  life,  and  amid  my  stock  have  led  a  new 
existence.  But  it  was  fated  not  to  be.  It  is  my  doom,  then, 
that  I  must  still  remain  the  Mormon  sword — the  destroying 
angel,  the  leader  of  the  white  savages,  until  some  well-aimed 
bullet  cuts  short  my  thread  of  life  and  sends  me  to  join  my 
victims  in  the  other  world." 

And  then,  "is  ne  stood  and  gazed  with  longing  eyes  upon  the 
girlish  face  now  stiffening  in  death,  thoughts  of  the  man  who 
tired  the  fatal  shot  filled  his  mind;  his  dark  face  grew  darker 
still,  and  a  terrible  oath  came  from  his  lips. 

"  I'll  hunt  him  down,  though  all  Corinne  oppose  me!"  he  cried, 
fiercely.  "  But  am  I  sure  of  my  game?  I  heard  the  name  dis- 
tinctly from  the  girl's  lips;  I  think  she  saw  him  fire  at  me,  and 
periled  her  own  life  to  save  mine.  He  is  the  secret  assassin, 
then,  who  has  been  laying  the  Mormons  low.  It  is  more  than 
possible;  he,  too,  is  the  miner  who  has  been  working  the  lodes 
near  Bear  river,  and  whom  we  have  driven  off.  It  is  plain,  now, 
how  he  has  managed  to  live  all  this  time,  but  who  would  have 
believed  that  there  was  any  harm  in  him?  I  knew  that  he 
hated  the  Mormons,  but  I  never  thought  that  he  would  ever  do 
them  any  mischief.  I  can  understand,  now,  why  he  killed 
Googer.  It  was  Googer  who  drove  him  away  from  his  hidden 
lode,  but  he's  struck  his  last  blow,  now;  before  this  time,  to- 
morrow, I  will  have  settled  him  for  this  world." 

One  long,  lingering  look  the  stern,  dark-browed  man  took 
at  the  cold  and  silent  face,  and  then,  stooping,  he  kissed  the  icy 
lips;  the  touch  sent  a  chill  even  to  his  iron  heart. 

"I  am  growing  womanish,"  he  muttered,  "but  I'll  have  a 
bloody  vengeance  for  this  night's  work!" 

He  closed  the  house  up  carefully,  so  that  no  strollers  could 
enter,  and  then  hurried  away. 

Straight  to  the  lair  of  the  Danites,  on  Antelope  island,  he 
went,  called  together  his  rough  followers  and  bade  them  prepare 
for  the  war-path. 

"Look  well  to  your  weapons,"  the  chief  of  the  'angels' 
cautioned,  "  for  we  may  have  a  hot  time  before  we  get  through." 

iC  Where-away,  Cap?"  asked  one  of  the  outlaws. 

"Corinne,  I  reckon,"  Clark  replied.  "The  sharps  there  car- 
ried things  with  a  pretty  high  hand,  the  other  night,  but  we 
mean  business  this  time,  and  we'll  take  force  enough  to  wipe  out 
the  whole  town,  if  Corinne  even  so  much  as  crooks  a  finger  at 
us." 

"That's  the  talk:"  cried  one  of  the  gang,  merrily,  and  the 
rest  chimed  in  in  assent. 

A  free  tight  was  meat  to  these  bull-dogs. 

CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE     WARNING  ANGEL. 

At  the  very  same  instant  that — as  related  in  a  previous  chapter 
—drunken  Mr.  Butman  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  shanty  oc- 
cupied by  Gold  Dan,  a  slender  figure  stole  away  from  the  back  of 
the  building,  as  though  frightened  off  by  the  voice. 

Perched  upon  the  roof  had  been  the  party,  taking  advantage 
of  the  chimney  to  deliver  the  ghost-like  warning  which  had  so 
astonished  the  plainsman. 

But  not  the  slightest  idea  had  the  warner,  frightened  away 
by  the  approach  of  the  drunken  fellow,  that  the  moment  of 


danger  was  so  near  at  hand  and  that  the  miner  was  but  a 
tool  in  the  hands  of  the  plainsman's  inveterate  foe. 

Hurrying  away  at  a  rapid  pace,  the  slight  figure  soon  go* 
out  of  ear-shot  of  the  shanty,  and  therefore  had  no  knowledge 
of  the  tragic  scene  which  transpired  there  soon  after. 

Straight  to  the  shop  occupied  by  the  Texan  brothers  the  figure 
went,  entered  it,  and  then  removing  the  dark  cloak  wrapped  60 
closely  around,  revealed  the  persoQ  of  the  lad,  Miguel. 

A  candle  burned  upon  the  table.  The  lad  cast  himself  into  a 
chair,  and  leaning  his  arms  upon  the  table,  supporting  his  head 
thereon,  fell  into  deep  reflection. 

"  He  is  brave  to  rashness,  and  yet  as  cool  in  the  hour  of  danger 
as  though  water  ran  in  his  veins  instead  of  blood.  Forewarned 
is  forearmed;  I  have  put  him  upon  his  guard,  and  now  it  will 
be  impossible  to  surprise  him." 

A  reasonable  supposition  this,  but  the  foe  of  the  plainsman 
possessed  the  cunning  and  the  craft  of  Satan  himself,  and  even 
at  the  very  time  the  words  came  from  the  lips  of  the  speaker, 
Gold  Dan  was  going  down  under  the  deadly  fire  of  the  ambushed 
assassin. 

But  the  lad  knew  nothing  of  this,  and  with  the  pleasing  thought 
that  the  timely  warning  would  save  the  borderer  from  all  harm, 
dropped  gradually  off  to  sleep. 

And  sound  and  sweet  was  the  slumber,  interrupted  at  last, 
just  as  the  first  gray  light  of  dawn  began  to  line  the  eastern 
skies,  by  a  hurried  knocking  at  the  door. 

"Open,  open!  it  is  I!"  the  voice  of  the  Texan  exclaimed. 
The  lad  made  haste  to  undo  theuioor. 

The  Texan,  pale,  haggard,  and  with  eyes  that  seemed  fairly 
starting  from  their  sockets,  staggered  into  the  room. 

"Close  the  door  quickly!"  he  cried,  his  voice  hoarse,  his 
manner  full  of  a  strange  terror. 
"  Why,  what  is  the  matter?" 
"  He  is  after  me!" 
"Who?" 
"Velvet  Hand!" 

The  heart  of  the  listener  gave  a  great  leap  as  the  words  fell 
upon  his  ears. 

"But  not  alive!  no,  no!"  the  speaker  continued,  wildly. 
"  No,  he  is  dead— dead  with  a  dozen  bullets  in  his  brain,  and  yet 
he  follows  constantly  on  my  track! ' 

Miguel  looked  at  the  Texan  with  steadfast  eyes;  this  speech 
seemed  but  the  ravings  of  a  madman. 

The  man  detected  the  look,  and  understood  its  meaning  at 
once. 

"Oh,  I'm  not  mad!"  he  exclaimed,  with  a  forced  laugh.  "I 
haven't  lost  my  senses  yet!  I  mean  that  the  man  ought  to  be 
dead,  for  I've  put  a  dozen  balls  in  his  carcass  to-night,  at  the 
least  count,  but  he  seems  to  have  as  many  lives      a  cat!" 

An  angry  flush  came  over  the  face  of  the  other  as  he  listened 
to  these  words,  and  a  lurid  light  shot  from  the  dark  eyes. 

"And  this  is  the  way  you  keep  your  word  tome!"  the  lad 
cried,  indignantly. 

"  My  word  to  you?"  the  man  said,  sullenly. 
"Yes." 

"What  word?" 

"Did  you  not  swear  on  the  cross  that  you  would  not  attempt 
to  harm  him?" 

"  Did  I?"  the  Texan  muttered,  absently. 

"Yes,  you  took  the  most  solemn  oath  that  a  man  could  take." 
"  Ah,  yes,  but  I  swore  that  I  would  not  attack  him  if  he  did 
not  attack  me!"  the  brother  cried,  a  cunning  expression  appear- 
ing on  his  dark  face.  "  Do  you  not  remember  that?  I  expressly 
said  that  if  he  attacked  me,  I  should  consider  myself  at  liberty  to 
defend  myself." 

"And  did  he  attack  you?"  the  lad  cried,  in  scorn. 
"  Yes— a  thousand  times  yes!"  the  man  replied,  vehemently. 
"Has  he  not  followed  constantly  on  our  track?    Is  not  that 
attacking  me?    Would  he  not  kill  me  on  sight,  if  I  allow  him  to 
have  the  chance?" 

The  lip  of  the  other  curled  in  contempt. 

"I  have  kept  my  oath,  but  not  as  you  keep  yours!"  the  lad 
cried,  in  heat.  "  By  the  bedside  of  our  dying  mother  I  swore 
that  I  would  follow  your  fortunes,  no  matter  how  desperate  they 
became.  She  foresaw  that  a  time  would  come  when  you  would 
need  all  the  aid  and  care  that  fraternal  love  could  give,  and  so, 
with  a  solemn  oath,  bound  me  to  you.  When  joy  laid  fair  before 
me,  and  all  the  future  seemed  bright,  you  reminded  me  of  my 
oath,  and,  in  obedience  to  it,  I  turned  my  back  upon  peace  and 
happiness  and  followed  you,  a  wanderer  through  the  world.  I 
knew  that  this  man  would  follow  us  if  he  could;  he  would  have 
been  less  than  man  if  he  had  not  attempted  to  do  so,  and  so  I 
sought  to  bind  you  with  an  oath  so  that  there  might  not  be  blood 
between  you  if  you  came  together." 

"And  must  I  not  strike  when  my  life  is  threatened?"  cried  the 
Texan,  fiercely. 

"But  your  life  has  not  been  threatened!" 
"  How  do  you  know  that?" 
"  Or  at  least  not  by  him!" 

"It  has — a  hundred  times;  he  has  employed  men  to  dog  my 
footsteps,  and  murder  me  unawares!" 
"  You  are  mad  to  say  so!" 

"  Oh,  yes,  I'm  mad,  but  not  so  mad  as  not  to  be  able  to  protect 
myself!"  he  retorted.    "  But  come,  pack  up  your  things,  we  must 
get  out  of  this  by  daybreak!" 
"  You  are  going  away?" 

"Yes;  it  isn't  safe  for  me  to  stay  here  any  longer." 
"Why  not?" 

The  Texan  looked  around  him,  cautiously,  for  a  moment,  as 
though  he  were  afraid  that  the  very  walls  had  ears  and  would 
overhear  liis  words. 
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"  Because  his  spirit  will  haunt  me  as  long  as  I  stay  in  tb* 
town,"  he  replied,  mysteriously. 

The  heart  of  the  listener  sunk;  if  this  was  not  all  a  delusion, 
the  plainsman  was  dead,  but  he  did  not  believe  that  it  was  so.  It 
was  plain  that  the  mind  of  the  Texan  was  slightly  affected;  sane 
he  might  be  upon  some  points,  but  evidently  he  was  not 
capable  of  reasoning,  clearly  upon  this  one. 

"  How  can  the  spirit  of  a  man  who  is  not  dead  haunt  you?" 
the  other  asked,  calmly. 

"But  he  ought  to  be  dead,"  he  said,  gravely.  "I  saw  him 
bleed  from  twenty  wounds. " 

"To-night?" 

"  To-night?"  he  repeated,  doubtfully;  "  yes,  I  think  that  it  was 

to-night." 

And  then  a  moody  fit  seemed  to  suddenly  seize  upon  him ;  he 
looked  around  him,  vacantly,  for  a  moment,  then  went  and  sat 
down  by  the  table,  his  eyes  glassy,  his  hands  trembling  with 
nervous  excitement. 

It  was  evident  beyond  a  doubt  that  the  Texan  labored  under  a 
disordered  brain. 

"  Drink,"  he  muttered,  "  give  me  something  to  drink." 

The  other  brought  a  bottle  of  whisky  from  the  store  and  a 
glass,  and  placed  them  before  the  speaker. 

Glass  after  glass  of  the  fiery  liquor  the  man  swallowed,  tossing 
off  the  potent  fluid  as  if  it  were  only  so  much  water. 

The  bottle  was  emptied  at  last,  and  then  for  a  while  he  sat, 
staring  vacantly  across  the  room;  finally  the  strong  compound 
overpowered  his  senses;  his  head  fell  upon  his  breast;  his  eyes 
closed,  and  his  breathing  became  heavy. 

The  other  watched  him  with  anxious  eyes  until  his  head  sunk 
down  upon  the  table  and  sleep  claimed  him  wholly. 

Then,  with  nervous  hands,  the  lad  examined  the  weapons  that 
the  Texan  wore  belted  to  his  side. 

Both  of  the  revolvers  were  empty,  and  that  they  had  been  only 
recently  discharged  was  plain,  for  the  marks  of  the  smoke  were 
still  fresh  upon  them. 

"And  have  all  my  efforts  been  in  vain?"  the  lad  cried,  wildly. 
"To  save  him  from  possible  danger,  I  have  left  happiness  and 
hope  behind  and  journeyed  through  the  world  with  misery  for 
a  companion.  I  cannot  believe  that  it  can  be  true,  but  if  it 
is.  then  have  I  toiled  in  vain." 

Sad  picture,  that  lonely  vigil! 

CHAPTER  XXXI. 

THE     MEXICAN  SIREN. 

Pretty  well  tired  out  was  Gold  Dan  when  he  reached  his 
shanty,  just  as  the  morning  light  was  growing  6trong  in  the  east. 

A  night  of  adventiire  indeed  had  he  passed  through,  and  a 
pretty  unproiuaoJ.?  0D«f-  j?o  only  had  he  narrowly  escaped  death 
by  about  as  close  a  6have  as  it  was  possible  for  a  man  to  go 
through  and  yet  live  to  tell  of  it,  but  he  had  lost  his  horse,  and 
6uch  a  beast  as  his  was  not  to  be  picked  up  every  day  on  the 
frontier. 

He  bad  lost  the  mare  in  saving  himself,  for,  taken  utterly  by 
surprise  as  he  had  been  by  the  second  ferocious  attack,  not  given 
a  chance  to  draw  a  weapon,  he  had  only  saved  himself  by  adopt- 
ing the  old  Indian  device  of  sheltering  himself  behind  the  neck  of 
his  horse. 

It  had  cost  the  mare  her  life,  though,  and  bitterly  the  plains- 
man regretted  the  loss. 

"  The  chances  are  ten  to  one,  too,  that  I  may  never  be  able  to 
get  square  with  this  fellow,"  he  muttered,  as  he  got  into  his  bunk, 
glad  of  a  chance  to  rest  his  tired  limbs.  "  The  odds  are  great 
that  he's  safe  in  Salt  Lake  City  by  this  time,  or  maybe  on  the 
road  to  Southern  Utah;  that's  where  all  these  Danites  fetch  up 
when  the  upper  country  gets  too  hot  to  hold  them.  Of  course 
it  is  a  Danite,  although  John  Clark  denied  it,  but  I  know  better. 
No  one  else  in  this  country  has  got  a  grudge  against  me;  but 
this  terrible  Gold  Dan  has  been  interfering  so  much  with  the 
family  affairs  of  the  Utah  Saints  that  the  very  mention  of  his 
name  is  quite  sufficient  to  stir  them  up  like  a  nest  of  hornets 
when  a  long  pole  is  shoved  into  their  home.  I  reckon  that  Gold 
Dan  would  have  kept  out  of  Corinne  if  he  had  had  any  idea  of 
how  well  he  was  known  and  of  the  peculiar  reputation  he  had 
gained — that  is,  he  would  if  I  had  had  any  say  in  the  matter." 
And  with  these  muttered  reflections,  the  speaker  went  to  sleep. 

The  sun  was  high  in  the  heavens  when  he  awoke;  little  wonder 
that  sleep  had  claimed  him  for  a  good  six  hours,  when  the  toils 
and  fatigue  of  the  night  are  considered. 

But  with  the  sleep  all  weariness  had  vanished,  and  Gold  Dan 
arose  as  fresh  as  a  daisy. 

"Nine  o'clock,  by  Jove!"  the  plainsman  exclaimed,  as  he 
looked  at  his  watch.  "I  had  an  idea  that  it  was  about  twelve. 
Now  then,  to  proceed  on  my  original  programme.  I  don't 
believe  that  it  will  be  of  much  use  to  try  and  hunt  up  this 
gentleman  who  evinced  such  an  interest  in  my  welfare  last 
night,  although  his  person  did  seem  strangely  familiar  to  me, 
but  then  I've  met  with  so  many  chaps  of  his  kidney,  since  my 
Bojourn  in  the  West,  that  it  isn't  wonderful  that  I  should  detect 
a family  resemblance.  The  parties  I  am  in  search  of  are  in 
this  town  somewhere,  I  think.  They  were  heading  straight  in 
this  direction  when  I  lost  track  of  them,  but  since  I've  been  here 
I've  had  my  hands  so  full  to  attend  to  the  little  matters  that 
Gold  Dan  stirred  up  when  he  was  last  in  Corinne,  that  I've  really 
had  no  time  to  attend  to  the  other  aifair  at  all.  But  now  I'll 
take  the  trail  in  earnest. " 

And  having  come  to  this  resolution,  the  plainsman  started 
out  to  get  his  breakfast. 

Upon  entering  the  restaurant  attached  to  that  noted  establish- 
ment, he  found  that  it  was  bare  of  customers;  the  only  person 
present,  besides  the  usual  attendant,  was  the  dashing  Mexica* 


beauty,  who,  seated  at  one  of  the  tables,  was  enjoying  a  cup  of 
chocolate  and  a  roll. 

The  face  of  the  girl  brightened  as  her  eyes  fell  upon  the 
plainsman,  and  she  beckoned  for  him  to  approach. 

"Haven't  you  had  any  breakfast  yet?"  she  exclaimed. 
"Naughty  boy  to  stay  out  all  night  and  then  sleep  all  th» 
morning!" 

"Well,  I  was  up  about  all  night,"  Dan  admitted,  seating 
himself  at  the  table  opposite  to  the  Mexican  girl  as  he  6poke. 
"  Trying  to  win  a  fortune  at  cards?" 

"Oh,  no,"  Dan  replied,  laughing,  "  I  gave  up  that  idea  9 
long  time  ago. — Bring  me  some  breakfast;  I  don't  care  what 
it  is;  any  thing  you  have  handy."  This  was  addressed  to  the 
waiter  who  had  come  to  take  his  order. 

"Some  Mormon  lady  claimed  your  attention,  then?"  the- 
senora  queried,  a  spice  of  jealousy  apparent  in  the  speech. 

"Oh,  no;  whatever  Gold  Dan  may  have  done  in  that  line 
in  the  past,  he  won't  trouble  the  Mormon  Saints  to  look  after 
their  helpmates  in  the  future." 

"  Where  were  you,  then?"  the  girl  asked  abruptly.  "  You  see 
that  I  am  anxious,  like  all  my  sex,  and  I  use  a  woman's  privi- 
lege to  ask  questions — impudent  ones,  perhaps?" 

"Not  in  this  case,"  Dan  answered.  "I've  not  the  least 
objection  to  telling  you.  I  was  in  the  saddle  about  all  night 
long  in  chase  of  a  gentleman  who  took  such  an  interest  in  the 
town  of  Corinne  that  he  tried  to  favor  the  inhabitants  with  a 
first-class  funeral." 

"Some  one  attempted  your  life!"  the  girl  cried,  quickly,  th» 
deep  interest  she  took  being  plainly  apparent  both  in  her  voice 
and  manner. 

"Yes." 

"The  Danites?" 

"  That  is  more  than  I  can  tell." 
"You  did  not  recognize  the  parties,  then?" 
"  There  was  only  one,  and  though  his  person  seemed  familiar 
to  me,  yet  for  the  life  of  me  I  can't  place  him." 
"  And  he  escaped  you?" 
"  Yes." 

Just  at  this  point  of  the  conversation  the  waiter  brought  the 
breakfast,  and  the  plainsman  proceeded  at  once  to  dispatch  it. 

The  girl  watched  him  for  a  few  minutes  in  silence,  a  peculiar 
expression  upon  her  face. 

"  Why  do  you  come  here  to  Corinne  and  call  yourself  Gold 
Dan?"  she  exclaimed,  abruptly. 

The  plainsman  laughed,  between  the  swallows  of  coffee  h* 
was  taking,  and  seemed  to  regard  the  question  as  a  joke. 

"Why  do  I  call  myself  Gold  Dan?"  he  answered;  "well, 
what  else  should  I  call  myself?" 

"Any  thing  but  that,  for  it  is  not  your  name." 
i  ^.Ct  it  ?'' 

"  You  know  that  it  isn't!" 

"Well,  we're  not  particular  as  to  names  in  this  region,  yo\ 1 
know,"  Dan  replied,  helping  himself  to  a  bit  of  the  steak  as  he 
spoke,  which  was  fearfully  and  wonderfully  fried. 

"  Ah,  yes;  but  why  do  you  take  another  man's  name?" 

"Another  man's  name?" 

"  Yes;  and  so,  too,  take  up  another  man's  quarrels?" 
"  Oh,  but  I  don't,  do  I?" 

"  Certainly  you  do.  Did  you  not  face  Googer,  the  Mormon, 
and  what  had  you  to  do  with  bis  wife?" 

"That  is  exactly  what  I  tried  to  tell  him,  but  he  wouldn't 
listen  to  it.  He  talked  about  his  Mary  Jane,  and  I  never  even 
saw  the  woman!" 

"That  was  because  he  believed  that  you  were  Gold  Dan." 

"Oh,  yes;  I  understand  that." 

"  But  you  are  not  Gold  Dan." 

"  Well,  who  am  I,  then?" 

"Ah!  that  is  more  than  I  can  tell,"  the  girl  replied,  with  a 
shake  of  the  head;  "  I,  too,  was  a  fool  like  the  rest.  You  do  look 
a  great  deal  like  the  man  who  used  to  be  here  in  Corinne,  and 
who  was  called  Gold  Dan;  you  have  on  his  clothes;  I  will  swear 
to  them." 

"Now  listen  to  me,"  said  the  plainsman,  balancing  a  piece  of 
meat  reflectively  on  the  end  of  his  fork.  "The  first  house  1 
entered  in  Corinne  was  this  one;  the  moment  I  crossed  the 
threshold  there  was  a  general  cry  of  'Gold  Dan!'  Every  one 
recognized  me — every  one  knew  me.  How  could  I  deny  my 
identity?  I  will  own  frankly,  though,  to  you,  that  if  I  had  had 
the  remotest  idea  that  the  old  Gold  Dan  had  been  such  a  deuce 
of  a  fellow,  and  had  got  into  so  many  scrapes  in  the  old  time 
in  Corinne,  I  should  have  tried  very  hard  to  have  convinced 
the  town  of  Corinne  that  I  was  not  Gold  Dan." 

"You  have  some  purpose  in  coming  here  in  disguise,"  the  girl 
said,  abruptly. 

"  I  am  too  polite  to  contradict  a  lady,"  he  replied,  laughing. 
"  And  to  carry  out  that  purpose  you  wished  to  disguise  your 
identity." 

"  A  man  might  do  such  a  thing." 

"  The  report  of  the  death  of  Gold  Dan  by  the  hands  of  the  red. 
skins,  was  true.  You  came  along  immediately  afterward;  yon 
noticed  the  resemblance  that  existed  between  the  dead  man 
and  yourself,  and  resolved  to  profit  by  it.  You  dressed  yourself 
in  his  clothes,  and  then  came  on  to  Corinne,  but  you  had  no 
idea  that  you  were  going  to  strike  a  town  whew  Gold  Dan  was 
so  well  known." 

"You're  a  regular  fortune-teller. 

CHAPTER  XXXIL 

AN    ADVANCE    IN  FORCE. 

The  clatter  of  horses'  hoofs,  without  in  the  street,  tut  ft  f*l< 
the  conversation  just  at  this  point. 


Gold  Dan. 
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Both  Gold  Dan  and  the  Mexican  girl  listened,  somewhat  at  a 
loss  to  account  for  the  noise. 

From  the  sounds  one  would  be  apt  to  imagine  that  a  whole 
regiment  of  cavalry  was  prancing  by  in  the  street. 

"Hallo,  what's  that — soldiers?"  the  plainsman  queried. 

"That  is  what  it  sounds  like,"  and  as  she  spoke  W;  girl  rose 
from  her  seat  and  advanced  toward  the  window,  with  the  intent 
of  seeing  the  cause  of  the  unusual  sounds. 

But  before  Kate  had  taken  three  steps  across  the  room,  the 
door  of  the  saloon  was  thrown  open  suddenly,  and  the  Mexican 
h  wt  of  the  Castle  of  Durango,  Michael  Castana,  rushed  into  the 
apartment,  evidently  much  excited. 

He  closed  the  door  Lehind  him,  and  uttered  a  guttural  excla- 
mation as  bis  eyes  fell  upon  the  person  of  Gold  Dan. 

"Aha!  I  thought  so!"  he  cried,  hastily.  " Caramba!  I 
knew  it  the  moment  I  saw  them!  Fly  at  once!"  and  with  these 
words,  Castana  rushed  to  the  rear  door  of  the  saloon  and  flung  it 
open. 

The  plainsman  watched  him  in  astonishment. 

"Fly,  fly;  there  is  no  time  to  lose!"  the  Mexican  cried. 

"Fly!" 

"Yes;  you  have  not  a  moment  to  lose!" 
"Why  the  deuce  should  I  fly?" 

"  Your  life  would  not  be  worth  a  moment's  purchase,  if  they 
discover  that  you  are  here!" 
"They— who?" 

"The  Mormons — the  Danites,  and  John  Clark  is  at  their 
head !" 

By  this  time  Kate  had  reached  the  window,  and,  looking  forth 
upon  the  street,  saw  that  her  father's  words  were  only  too  truei 

"Yes,  yes!"  she  exclaimed,  in  haste.  "  It  is  John  Clark,  and 
all  his  Destroying  Angels  with  him — fifty,  at  tho  least!" 

The  plainsman  did  not  seem  to  be  very  much  alarmed.  He 
drew  his  revolvers,  and  glanced  at  the  charges  carefully,  placed 
them  upon  tho  table  before  him,  and  then  began  to  pick  his 
teeth,  unceremoniously,  with  a  straw,  which  had  been  lying 
upon  the  table,  a  waif  from  the  brush-broom  used  by  the  waiter 
to  remove  the  crumbs. 

"Oh,  oh!"  cried  Michael  Castana,  in  profound  amazement, 
as  he  looked  upon  this  man  of  ice,  "  will  you  stay  here  to  be 
murdered  in  cold  blood?" 

"Can  I  make  any  thing  by  attempting  to  fly?"  Gold  Dan 
asked,  quietly,  answering  one  question  by  asking  another,  after 
the  fashion  of  a  Yankee  lad. 

"But  they  will  kill  you,  sure,  if  they  find  you  here!"  Cas- 
tana exclaimed.  "  They  are  armed,  every  man  of  them,  and 
they  have  force  enough  to  sweep  the  town.  It  is  madness  to 
remain  here!" 

"  And  madness  to  attempt  toescape  by  flight,  if  they  »  „ 
ifter  ne  aad  bound  to  have  my  scalp.  They  are  mounted,  and 
I  am  not,  and  if  they  mean  business,  and  John  Clark  is  half 
the  man  he  is  reported  to  be,  the  chances  are  a  hundred  to  one 
that  the  house  is  closely  surrounded  on  all  sides — that  is,  if  he 
knows  that  I  am  here." 

"The  house  does  seem  surrounded,"  the  girl  added,  scanning 
the  situation  without,  eagerly,  from  her  post  at  the  window. 

"  Theie  is  nothing  to  be  gained  by  attempting  to  fly,"  Gold 
Dan  observed,  discussing  the  matter  as  coolly  as  though  his  life  or 
death  did  not  tremble  in  the  balance.  "  Here  I  have  the  advan- 
tage of  fortifications.  My  seven-shooters  are  good  for  twenty- 
eight  lives,  if  every  bullet  tells,  and  as  I've  had  some  experience 
in  this  sort  of  thing  before,  I  won't  be  apt  to  waste  many 
shots.  If  it  is  to  be  a  struggle  lor  life,  I'll  sell  it  as  dearly  as 
possible,  and  these  Danites  are  better  men  than  I  take  them  to  be, 
if  they  push  the  attack  alter  I've  dropped  five  or  six  of  the 
boldest  of  them." 

This  bold  and  calculating  fellow  never  seemed  to  think  that, 
by  any  possibility,  he  could  be  hit. 

Both  of  the  Mexicans  gazed  at  the  plainsman  in  wonder. 
What  manner  of  man  was  this,  who  not  only  proposed,  single- 
handed,  to  lace  fifty  men,  but  even  believed  that  he  would 
prove  the  conqueror  in  the  fight? 

Ah!  there  have  been  giants  in  valor  in  our  wild  western 
land!  Heroes  as  great  as  those  old-time  "sharps,"  whose 
praises  blind  Homer  has  sung  in  deathless  verse ! 

"It  is  madness;  fly,  fly!"  Castana  urged,  almost  unable  to 
believe  that  he  had  heard  rightly. 

"Oh,  no;  I  know  my  game,  and  I'll  play  it  with  a  bold 
hand,"  the  plains_an  replied,  in  his  easy  way,  rising  as  he 
spoke  and  sitting  carelessly  on  the  edge  of  the  table.  "1 11  die, 
if  die  I  must,  game  to  the  last,  and  if  1  am  doomed  to  the 
happy  hunting-grounds,  the  way  won't  be  so  lonesome,  nor  the 
joui  ney  seem  so  long,  if  i  have  John  Clark  and  a  half-a-dozen 
of  his  Destroying  Angels  to  keep  me  company.  Besides,  do  you 
think  that  the  men  of  Corinne  are  going  to  stand  idly  by  and  see 
me  butchered  in  cold  blood?    Not  muchl" 

The  Mexican  shook  his  head. 

"  Oh,  there  are  too  many  of  them,  and  all  the  railroad  men 
are  away  attending  to  their  work.  It  will  take  a  bold  man 
to  face  the  Danites  in  your  behalf." 

But  bold  men  there  were  in  the  town  that  morning.  It  is  a 
trite  saying,  and  generally  proves  true,  that  when  great 
emergencies  arise,  the  man  comes  forward  to  meet  them,"  and 
in  this  case  hardly  had  the  words  left  the  Mexican's  lips,  when 
the  side  door  of  the  saloon  was  opened  abruptly,  and  a  shock- 
haired,  huge-bearded  head,  surmounted  by  a  frightful  bad  hat, 
was  protruded  into  the  apartment. 

"  t  know'd  it!"  the  owner  of  the  head  cried.  "  I  would  have 
bet  all  the  rocks  from  hyer  to  the  gay  old  town  of  Cinnabar 
onto  it  I  Pard,  they  air  alter  you;  tooth  and  toe-nails,  iue 
Mormon   galoots!      Cavortin'  in  the  squar',  air  they,  an'  I 


s'picioned  that  an  antelope  "bout  your  size  was  meat  they  were 
a-sp'ilin'  for.  I  heerd  that  you  were  in  hyer,  and  I*ve  Jlst 
passed  the  word  around  town,  and  though,  mebbe,  we  wont 
be  able  to  count  noses  with  the  cusses,  yet  we'll  gi'n  'em  a  lively 
tussle  for  their  money !" 

And  then  the  Red-Dog  giant  marched  himself  into  the  room, 
and  those  within  noticed  that  he  fairly  bristled  with  weapons. 

Such  a  reinforcement  was  not  to  be  despised. 

Search  the  annals  of  the  wild  western  border,  and  not  one,  \ 
but  a  dozen  instances  will  the  seeker  after  knowledge  find,  when 
one  or  two  men,  armed  with  desperation  and  nerved  by  the 
thought  that  almost  certain  death  stared  them  in  the  face, 
have  confronted  a  host,  and  not  only  baffled  the  murderous 
attack,  but  severely  punished  the  assailants. 

All  noise  without  had  ceased,  and  the  Mexican  girl  at  tha 
window,  with  anxious  eyes,  watched  the  movements  of  the  Mor- 
mons. 

The  force  of  the  Danites  had  been  somewhat  overestimated; 
there  were  not  fifty  men  in  the  party,  but  there  were  at  least 
thirty,  beside  the  leader,  Long  John  Clark — each  and  every  man 
armed  to  the  teeth ;  revolvers  belted  to  their  sides,  broad-bladed 
knives  thrust  sheathless  through  their  leather  belts,  and  so~e 
few  of  them  carried  rifles  slung  over  their  shoulders. 

The  coming  of  the  Daintes  had  been  entirely  unexpected. 
They  had  ridden  at  a  gallop  into  town,  halted  right  in  the 
center  of  Corinne,  just  before  the  door  of  the  Castle  of  Durango, 
dispatched  6ix  men  to  hold  the  upper  entrance  to  the  town,  just 
as  they  had  already  left  behind  them  six  more  to  guard  the  lower 
road. 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  meaning  of  these  ominous  prepara- 
tions.   The  Mormons  meant  business! 

Attracted  by  the  unusual  sight,  the  good  folks  of  the  town 
began  to  gather  timidly  in  the  street  and  stare  at  the  flerca 
armed  men,  but  all  kept  prudently  near  their  doors.  They 
realized  that  the  Danites  came  with  bloody  intent.  A  conflict 
might  begin  at  any  moment,  and  stray  bullets  are  no  respecters 
of  persons. 

That  the  Mormons  came  in  search  of  Gold  Dan,  was  the 
natural  thought  of  all  who  had  witnessed  the  exciting  scenes 
which  had  transpired  on  the  night  when  the  Mormon,  Googer, 
had  perished  by  the  hand  of  the  secret  assassin,  and  therefore  all 
the  more  reckless  spirits  of  the  town,  the  bold  souls  who  chafed 
under  the  stern  Mormon  rule,  began  to  feel  of  their  weapons  and 
to  wonder  what  show  they  stood  if  it  came  to  a  hand  to-hand 
encounter  with  the  Destroying  Angels. 

The  burly  Red-Dogite  fairly  represented  the  sentiments  of 
many  a  rough  fellow  in  the  town  of  Corinne  that  day,  when  ha 
declared  nis  readiness  to  stand  bv  Hold  Dan  iiuto  the  last  ex.  • 
trtinity. 

With  the  advent  ot  the  raiboad  men  and  their  satellites  into 
the  town,  the  spirit  of  resistance  to  the  Mormons  had  deepened 
and  widened  much,  and  now,  on  this  occasion,,  although  the 
Danites  were  out  in  strong  force,  more  than  one  bold  Gentile 
felt  inclined  to  risk  a  quarrei  with  thum  so  f.hac  the  question 
might  be  fairly  decided  whetuer  Corinne  was  Mormon  or  Gentile. 

CHAPTER  XXXIII. 

THE     SECRET  SLAYEB. 

"What  are  they  doing?"  Dan  asked,  after  the  entrance  of 
the-man-trom-Reii-Dog,  taking  up  his  revolvers  which  he  had 
placed  upon  the  table  and  approaching  the  window  where  the 
girl  stood. 

"Sitting  motionless  upon  their  horses— looking  about  them; 
that  is  all,"  Kate  answered. 

The  three  men  approached  the  window  so  that  they  could 
command  a  view  of  the  street,  and  yet  not  near  enough  to 
expose  themselves  to  the  gaze  of  the  Mormons. 

As  the  girl  had  said,  the  invading  band  were  sitting  quietly 
upon  their  steeds  in  the  center  of  the  street,  merely  looking 
vacantly  about  them  as  though  no  1  usiness  of  moment  had 
brought  them  thus  armed  and  equipped  into  the  town  of  Corinne. 

"  Pardner,  they  hev  got  their  weather  eye  open  for  you,  the 
tarnal  Turks!"  the-man-from-Red-Dog  exclaimed,  in  a  hoarse 
whisper  in  the  ear  of  the  plainsman. 

And  the  Mexican  was  also  of  this  belief,  for  he  nodded  his 
head  significantly. 

But  the  Danites  were  keeping  a  wary  eye  about  them,  for  all 
of  their  seeming  carelessness,  and  the  appearance  of  a  single 
man  upon  the  street,  in  addition  to  the  crowd  already  attracted 
by  the  unusual  sight,  was  the  signal  for  instant  action. 

"There  he  is!"  said  the  Danite  chief,  in  his  deep  voice;  "go 
for  him,  boys!" 

And  at  the  command,  two  men  separated  themselves  from 
the  rest,  dismounted  from  their  horses,  and  suddenly  laid  hold 
of  old  Joe  Cripples,  who  had  just  made  his  appearance  from 
the  door  of  a  small  saloon  situated  right  opposite  to  the  Castle 
of  Durango. 

This  action  astonished  the  lookers  on,  who  couldn't,  for  the 
life  of  them,  imagine  in  what  way  the  harmless  old  man  Had 
injured  the  Mormons. 

Despite  the  angry  cries  of  Cripples,  the  two  Danites  dragged 
him  up  to  John  Clark,  and  the  dark  instrument  of  Mormon 
vengeance  surveyed  him  with  a  look  that  was  full  of  fearful 
menace. 

"Lemmego!  What  are  ye 'bout f  Cripples  cried,  struggling, 
helpless  as  a  child,  in  the  iron  gripe  of  his  captors. 

"  What  on  earth  do  they  want  with  the  old  man?"  Gold  D  m 
cried,  in  amazement.  "I really  must  go  outside;  I  reckon  that 
they  are  not  after  me  after  all." 

"I'm  with  you,  pard  I"  the  Red-Dogite  cried. 

"And  I'll  ivatch  you  from  an  upper  window!"  the  MaodoflM 


26 


Dime  Library. 


girl  exclaimed,  her  cheeks  burning  with  excitement.  "  I  am 
as  good  a  shot  as  any  man  in  Corinne,  and  if  they  do  kill  you, 
you  shall  not  die  unavenged!" 

Geld  Dan  thanked  the  impulsive  girl  with  a  smile,  and  passing 
through  the  door,  joined  the  little  crowd  of  townsmen  gathered 
without;  the  Red-Dog  giant  followed  close  behind,  while  Castana 
Drought  up  the  rear. 

"What  are  you  a-doin',  anyway?"  the  old  man  cried.  "I 
sever  did  nothin'  to  you!" 

"Search  him!''  was  John  Clark's  unexpected  order. 

But  a  most  vigorous  resistance  Ihe  old  man  made  to  this, 
displaying  a  strength  that  few  would  have  supposed  dwelt  within 
his  feeble  frame. 

Cries  of  "Shame!"  "Shame!"  "Let  the  old  man  alone!" 
went  up  on  the  air. 

And  Gold  Dan,  taking  that  leadership  which  seemed  so  natural 
to  him,  stepped  boldly  forward  and  protested  against  the  treat- 
ment that  the  old  man  was  receiving. 

"This  is  a  high-handed  proceeding!"  he  cried.  "How  long 
since  is  it  that  you  Mormon  chaps  have  taken  upon  yourselves 
the  right  to  seize  a  man  in  the  streets  of  Corinne  at  your  own 
rfweet  will?" 

"It  makes  my  blood  bile  when  I  see  stcftadeal!"  the  irre- 
pressible man-from-Red-Dog  howled,  at  the  top  of  his  lungs. 
"If  you  want  fun,  let  some  two  or  three  of  you  much-married 
galoois  come  and  s'arch  me!  I'm  your  antelope,  for  stamps,  you 
bet!" 

"Gold  Dan,  you  are  the  last  man  in  this  town  who  should 
raise  your  voice  against  this  proceeding,"  the  Danite  chief 
responded,  in  his  loud,  deep  voice,  which  resounded  plainly 
throughout  the  town,  although  he  made  no  effort  to  make  him- 
self heard. 

This  announcement  took  all  by  surprise,  for  not  a  man  within 
sound  of  the  Danite's  voice  could  possibly  imagine  what  con- 
nection there  could  be  between  the  plainsman  and  the  old  cripple. 

"Well,  I  don't  understand  how  that  can  be!"  the  plainsman 
said  in  some  surprise. 

"A  few  words  will  explain,"  the  Danite  replied.  "Only  a 
short  time  ago,  on  this  very  spot,  I  accused  you  of  the  murder 
of  Bellman  Googer,  and  if  I  had  had  my  way  at  the  time,  your 
shade  would  be  roaming  in  the  other  world  long  before  this." 

"I  haven't  the  least  doubt  of  it,"  Gold  Dan  observed,  dryly. 

"And  if  I  had  succeeded  in  my  design  and  had  killed  you  in 
revenge  for  Googer's  death,  it  would  have  been  a  foul  murder, 
for  you  are  innocent  of  ail  knowledge  of  the  deed." 

This  announcement  astounded  the  listeners,  and  each  man 
looked  at  his  neighbor  at>  if  wondering  what  was  to  come  next. 

"You  are  an  imioeest  """""  Clark  continued,  "as  inno?ent 
of  Googer's  murder  as  a  child  unborn.  This  miserable  wreixih 
here  is  the  guilty  man!"  and  the  Danite  pointed  with  out- 
stretched finger  at  the  old  man,  who  was  etill  struggling  in  the 
clutches  of  the  two  Mormons,  and  endeavoring  to  prevent  them 
from  searching  him.  But  the  brace  of  stout  fellows  were  too 
much  for  him,  and  one  of  them,  diving  his  hand  into  a  secret 
pocket,  fashioned  in  the  lining  of  the  old  man's  coat,  produced  a 
pair  of  derringer  pistols,  which  he  held  up  to  view. 

Clark  instantly  spurred  his  horse  forward,  and  seized  the  pis- 
tols. 

The  old  man  turned  deadly  pale,  but  still  continued  to  struggle 
violently. 

"Here  is  the  proof!"  the  Danite  chief  cried.  "Googer  was 
killed  by  the  ball  which  would  fit  only  such  pistols  as  these. 
This  man  took  advantage  of  the  quarrel  in  which  Googer  was 
engaged  to  fire  at  him  from  behind  the  cover  of  some  shanty, 
rightly  thinking  that  in  the  confusion  and  under  the  circum- 
stances all  would  believe  that  you,  Gold  Dan,  fired  the  shot." 

'"Tain't  so!  it's  a  lie!  'tain't  no  sich  thing!"  the  old  man  cried. 
"Why  should  I  kill  him?" 

"Why!"  cried  Clark,  in  a  voice  of  thunder,  "because  you 
were  the  man  who  was  secretly  working  the  hidden  lodes  near 
Bear  river,  and  Googer,  acting  under  orders  from  Salt  Lake, 
had  repeatedly  driven  you  off.  You  thought  thatthe  secret  of  the 
mine  was  known  only  to  you  and  him,  and  that  if  you  got  him 
out  of  the  way  you  would  not  be  troubled  any  more.  And 
you  are  the  mean,  miserable  wretch  who  revealed  to  the  Mormon 
elders  at  Salt  Lake  that  the  girl  who  took  care  of  you — who  was 
sacrificing  ail  her  young  life  for  your  worthless  sake — was  one  of 
the  rescued  victims  cf  the  Mountain  Meadows  massacre." 

"'Tain't  so!  I  don't  know  nothin'  'bout  it!"  the  old  man 
protested,  big  drops  of  sweat  standing  upon  his  brow  and  every 
fiber  within  his  body  tiembling  as  he  saw  the  coil  01  circum- 
stantial evidence  closing  so  tightly  around  him.- 

"  It  is  the  truth! — you  know  it  is  the  truth!"  the  Danite  chief 
cried.  "  You  were  afraid  that  the  girl  would  betray  the  secret 
of  the  mine,  and  so  you  attempted  to  sacrifice  ber." 

"No,  no;  I  only  wanted  to  skear  you  away;  I  knew  that  you 
was  arter  the  gal,  and  I  thought  that  if  I  told  on  you  the  head 
devils  at  Salt  Lake  would  fix  you,"  Cripples  cried,  making  a 
Tirtue  of  necessity,  and  stammering  out  this  partial  confession. 

"Oh!  John  Clark  is  the  Mormon's  dog,  but  he's  dangerous 
iven  to  the  men  that  own  him !"  the  Danite  returned,  bitterly. 
"  You  made  up  your  mind  to  kill  all  of  us.  You  settled  Googer, 
plugged  Biddeman,  and  would  have  winged  me,  but  for  the  girl. 
You  sent  her  to  heaven,  and  now  prepare  yourself  for  a  journey 
to  the  other  place." 

"  Oh,  mercy  1  'tain't  the  truth!  Would  you  murder  me  in  cold 
blood?"  the  miserable  old  man  shrieked,  in  abject  terror. 

In  reality,  it  did  seem  like  a  moekery  of  justice  to  call  this 
trembling  old  wretch  to  an  account.  It  was  plain  that  he  was 
partially  demented,  and  then,  too,  more  than  one  in  the  crowd 
4oubted  the  truth  of  the  charges. 


"You  shall  die  by  a  bullet  from  one  of  your  own  weap  >  ." 
the  Danite  cried;  his  keen  eyes  had,  upon  the  first  examir  ijn, 
detected  that  both  of  the  pistols  were  loaded. 

"Hold  on!  give  the  man  atrial!  you've  no  right  to  kill  him 

in  cold  blood !"    Gold  Dan  exclaimed. 

CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

CLARK'S  VENGEANCE. 

"  No  right,  eh?"  the  Dinite  chief  sneered. 

"No,  not  without  a  trial,"  t!ie  plainsman  responded,  lolc  >. 
"  give  tLe  man  a  chance  for  his  life!" 

"Yes,  that's  the  talk  -  give  the  old  cuss  a  show  for  hiswiite 
alley!"  the,ever-vociferous  R  d-Dogi in  insisted. 

And  then  the  bystanders  t"ok  up  the  word. 

"  Yes,  yps,  a  trial — give  the  old  man  a  chance!" 

The  Danite  ch.ef  smiled  darkly,  as  he  listened  to  the  earnest 
words,  and  the  fear  stricken  old  man,  looking  into  his  stern 
face,  understood  that  he  could  expect  no  mercy  from  his  hards. 

"What  more  trial  do  you  want  than  the  one  he  has  -  '.ready 
had?"  Clark  demanded,  in  scorn.  "  Why,  he  almost  ow. . .  up  to 
the  whole  thine: !" 

"No,  no;  I  don't!''  demurred  old  Cripples,  wild  with  terror. 

"  I  didn't  understand  it  that  way!"  Gold  Dan  averrp  •  He 
admitted  that  he  gave  the  information  that  you  spo!  a!  jut, 
but  I  didn't  understand  him  to  admit  that  he  did  any  ki      ,.  ' 

"No more  did  he  nuther I"  howled the-man-from-Red- 1  now 
greatly  excited,  "  an' the  man  wot  says  he  did,  is  a  It  '  ided 
p'ison-h'ister,  an'  I  kin  whale  him  for  the  drinks  for  the    .  wd!" 

The  bold  stand  taken  by  the  two  men  encouraged  th9  I  ,st  of 
the  townsmen  to  protest,  and  as  by  this  time  there  were  some 
forty  to  fifty  people  on  the  ground,  attracted  by  the  scene,  the 
Corinne  men  felt  tolerably  strong.  But,  though  the  ownsmen 
had  the  advantage  in  numbers,  the  Danites  were  b  -  far  the 
most  formidable  body  of  the  two,  as  they  were  all  i  4.ed  and 
prepared  for  action. 

"He  has  been  tried — fully  tried  and  found  guiltv  Clark 
announced,  sternly.  "  Here  are  the  pistols  with  which  >  mur- 
ders were  committed.  Googer  was  killed  by  a  big  d;  you 
ought  to  remember  it  well  enough,  Gold  Dan,  for  that  1  t  saved 
you  when  you  were  accused  of  the  deed.  Here  is  the  ba  ,  now," 
and  the  Danite  took  the  leaden  instrument  of  death  '  rom  his 
pocket.  "  Any  one  with  half  an  eye  can  see  that  it  fits  the 
pistol." 

And  in  truth  there  was  really  no  doubt  about  this. 

"And  we  found  the  pistols  concealed  on  this  mise  dble  old 
wrelch;  what  better  proof  do  you  want?" 

"I  found  them,  this  morning,  comin'  to  town!"  Cripples 
cried,  clinging  like  a  drowning  man  to  every  strav.  n  ..rder  to 
'Joorn  which  seemed  so  terribly  near. 

"Oh,  yes;  we  know  all  about  that!"  thi  Danite  c  .*  rtpliftd, 
in  bitter  sarcasm. 

"  But  the  old  man  may  not  be  in  his  right  mind,"  Uiged  Dan, 
and  in  truth  this  did  seem  to  be  the  case. 

"  We  don't  split  hairs  here  on  the  frontier !"  Clark  suggested, 
bluntly.  "  Mad  or  not,  he  did  the  deeds  and  must  lswer  for 
them.    Come,  prepare  1" 

And  then,  at  a  signal  from  Clark,  the  Mormons  be  m  to  bind 
the  arms  of  the  old  man. 

In  a  second,  Gold-  Dan's  revolvers  were  out.  the  hammers 
raised,  and  their  polished  muzzles  leveled  full  at  the  Mormons 
who  held  the  old  man. 

"Hold  on,  there!  You  shan't  kill  him  without  truAl"  and  the 
plainsman  was  in  dead  earnest,  now. 

"A  trial,  or  blood!"  Dandy  Jim  yelled,  also  flc  rishing  his. 
weapons. 

"Yes,  yes;  a  trial — a  fair  trial!"  the  by-standers  outed. 
"A  fair  trial,  eh?"  and  the  Danite  chief  glared  g    aly  around 
upon  the  crowd. 

"  That's  all  we  ask!"  Dan  replied. 

"  The  clean  white  thing,  and  no  mistake!"  the  gj  cried. 
"  And  nothing  else  will  satisfy  you;" 

"  No,  nothing  else.  If  the  man  is  really  guilty.  is  proved 
so,  why  we'll  attend  to  his  punishment." 

"  Yes,  sir-ee;  we'll  hang  him  up  like  a  string  of  <  ingers!"  tiie 
Red-Dog  man  added. 

"A  fair  trial,"  the  Danite  repeated,  slowly,  a?  1  his  fingers 
played  restlessly  with  one  of  the  pistols  which  e  held  in  his 
right  hand. 

'  That's  all  we  ask;  he  shall  have  justice!" 

"Justice!  That's  correct.  Release  him!"  Thi  command  was 
addressed  to  the  two  Mormons  who  still  held  the  1<1  man  secure 
in  their  grasp. 

Sullenly  the  two  men  dropped  their  hold  of  tlK  prisoner,  and 
stepped  back  a  pace. 

For  a  moment,  the  men  of  Corinne  took  a  o..g  breath;  /t 
was  the  first  time,  in  the  history  of  the  town,  that  the  Gentiles 
had  ever  dared  to  step  between  the  terrible  Destroying  Angels 
— the  fearful  White  Savages  of  the  Great  Salt  Lake — and  their 
prey. 

The  momeat  the  two  ruffians  released  their  hold  of  the  old 
man,  Cripples  fell  upon  his  knees;  the  struggle  had  weakened 
him. 

And  then  there  came  a  sudden,  sharp  crack — a  sound  that  the 
town  of  Corinne  knew  only  too  well;  a  yeil  of  agony  came  from 
the  lips  of  old  Cripples,  and  then  he  fell  forward  upon  his  face, 
writhing  in  the  agonies  of  death. 

The  dark  Danite  leader  was  no'  to  be  cheated  of  his  vengeance: 
with  the  weapon  of  the  sec  i  slayer  he  had  driven  a  ball 
straight  to  the  heart  of  the  old  i.  an. 

"  Now  try  him  as  much  as  yoi  like;  I'm  satisfied !"  the  Daait* 
eried,  with  a  scornful  laugh. 


Gold  Dan. 
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The  suddenness  of  the  unexpected  act  took  all  by  surprise; 
and  almost  before  the  defiant  words  had  been  fairly  spoken  by 
the  leader  of  the  White  Savages,  the  old  man  was  dead. 

Clark  gave  a  signal  to  his  men,  and  turning  their  steeds,  the 
Mormons  rode  slowly  out  of  the  town,  scowling  contemptuously 
upon  the  enraged  townsmen  as  they  rode  by  them. 

Hot  a  hand  was  lifted  to  detain  them;  for  the  moment  the 
bold  act  awed  the  townsmen,  but  after  the  departuie  of  the 
Danites  the  anger  of  the  citizens  broke  out. 

"  We've  stood  this  hyer  thing  too  long!''  cried  one  old  gray- 
bearded  man;  the  same,  by  the  way,  who  presented  so  bold  a 
front  to  the  Mormons  on  tbe  night  of  Gold  Dan's  trial.  "  I  don't 
car'  two  pins  whether  the  man  was  guilty  or  not;  he  hadn't  ought 
to  be  killed  without  a  fair  trial." 

" Oh,  the  Mormons  own  this  hyer  hull  town!"  announced  the- 
man  from-Red  Dog,  in  a  tone  of  contempt. 

A  dozen  were  quick  to  resent  this  insult,  and  for  a  few  mo- 
ments there  seemed  to  be  a  strong  probability  of  an  extremely 
lively  free  fight  occurring. 

"Take  that  back!"  cried  one  of  the  men  of  Corinne,  indignant 
*t  the  insult. 

"  Take  it  back,  or  we'll — " 

"  Take  nothin'  back !"  cried  Dandy  Jim,  loftily,  doubling  up 
his  huge  fists  and  preparing  for  war.  "  It's  a  sure-enough  factl 
In  Californy,  whar  I  come  from,  the  men  of  Red  Dog  would 
have  waltzed  right  into  any  sich  ornery  crowds  as  these  hyer 
Mormon  bucks,  and  whaled  thunder  and  lightning  right  out  of 
'em,  afore  they  would  hev  stood  any  sich  treatment  as  you  dough- 
faces have  swallowed  to-night.  I  say  it  ag'in,  an'  I  say  it 
boldly,  old  Brigham  and  his  pards  jist  own  this  town,  an'  they 
tii-  run  it,  too,  to  suit  themselves.  Me  and  my  pard  here  are 
strangers,  and  yet  we're  the  only  two  men  in  town  that  dare  to 
wag  a  jaw  at  these  durned  Mormon  brutes!" 

"  Let's  raise  a  crowd — go  after  these  fellows  and  bring  this 
i  Clark  back,  and  try  him  for  what  he's  done,"  the  old  gray- 

beard  suggested.  Despite  his  age,  he  was  as  good  a  man  as 
there  was  in  the  town. 

"  I  second  that  motion  1"  put  in  Gold  Dan,  promptly. 

"  I'm  your  antelope!"  yelled  the  Red-Dogite. 

"  We  want  a  captain!"  cried  a  brawny  six-footer  in  the  crowd. 

"Gold  Dan!"  suggested  another. 

This  idea  met  with  favor  at  once,  and  a  tremendous  cry  of 
Gold  Dan  went  up  on  the  air. 

The  plainsman  would  fain  have  declined  the  honor,  but  the 
people  at  large  insisted,  and  the  man-from-Red-Dog  the  loudest  of 
all,  so  at  last  the  borderer  was  compelled  to  accept, 
itj.  And  then  there  was  a  furbishing  up  of  arms,  and  a  mounting 

in  hot  haste. 

The  bloou  of  the  men  of  Corinne  was  up,  and  they  were  deter- 
mined to  punish  the  Mormons  for  their  bold  invasion  of  their 
town. 

They  were  determined  to  show  to  the  world  at  large  that 
Brigham  and  his  brood  did  not  own  the  town  of  Corinne. 

And  no  light  task  was  it,  mind  you,  that  these  hardy  towns- 
men had  taken  upon  themselves. 

No  bolder,  nor  more  reckless  ruffians,  than  the  Danite  band 
was  there  in  all  the  Western  land.  Men  steeped  in  crime,  they 
held  their  lives  as  lightly  as  they  did  their  money. 

CHAPTER  XXXV. 

PREPARING    FOR    THE  FIGHT. 

The  Mormons  had  ridden  leisurely  out  of  the  town,  taking 
i )  the  trail  southward  toward  Salt  Lake. 

No  fear  of  pursuit  was  in  their  minds;  if  such  an  idea  as 
the  citizens  of  Corinne  rising  en  masse  and  coming  forth  to  give 
them  battle,  had  been  suggested,  they  would  have  received 
it  with  shouts  of  derision. 

Too  long  had  they  ruled  with  an  iron  hand,  to  fear  resistance 
U  now. 

Clark  rode  on  at  the  head  of  the  band,  moody  and  silent.  Dark 
thoughts  were  in  his  mind;  he  had  satisfied  his  vengeance, 
but  that  was  little  recompense  for  the  treasure  he  had  lost. 

Just  one  bright  glimpse  of  a  happier,  better  life  he  had  seen, 
and  then  the  vision  had  been  rudely  dispelled. 

Was  it  a  wonder  that  the  dark  browed  Danite  was  sullen  of 
face  and  scant  in  speech? 

His  men,  used  to  his  humors,  rode  on  behind  and  did  not 
attempt  to  force  their  company  upon  him. 

Some  three  miles  they  had  ridden,  and  the  "  Mormon  Swords  " 
had  just  about  got  through  chuckling  over  the  clever  manner 
in  which  their  leader  had  settled  the  point  in  dispute  in  Corinne 
;  by  shooting  the  cause  of  it  outright,  when  the  appearance  of 
two  horsemen,  galloping  at  full  speed  after  them,  attracted  their 
attention. 

"Hyer's  all  Corinne  a-comin'  to  lay  us  out!"  cried  one  burly 
ruffian. 

"Only  two  men!"  responded  another;  "why,  they  won't  make 
more  than  a  morsel  for  us!" 

"Ob,  thar's  more  ahind;  this  pair  is  only  the  advanced 
guard!"  a  third  suggested. 

And  so  they  joked  in  regard  to  the  horsemen,  but  that  the 
townsmen  would  attempt  to  pursue  them,  was  too  ridiculous  an 
idea  to  be  entertained  for  a  moment. 

Fiually,  as  the  horsemen  came  nearer  and  nearer — the  two 
were  ridi,  z  at  topmost  speed,  while  the  Danites  were  just  jogging 
along  at  a  noderate  pace,  so  that  it  was  easy  for  the  strangers  to 
overtake  them — the  sound  of  their  horses'  hoofs  attracted  the 
attentioL  of  Clark. 

Turning  in  the  saddle,  he  surveyed  them,  and  an  expression 
of  annoyance  passed  over  his  dark  face.  H«  evidently  recog- 
nized them. 


"Ride  on,  boys,"  he  said,  reining  his  horse  in  and  allowing 
the  rest  to  pass  him.  "  I  want  to  have  a  few  words  with  this 
party  yondjr,  and  I'll  soon  overtake  you." 

The  band  proceeded  without  a  word;  they  were  not  accus- 
tomed to  either  dispute  or  question  the  commands  of  their  leader. 
Rough  and  rude  as  they  were,  outcasts  of  every  nation,  stained 
with  every  crime,  yet  the  Duke  of  Corinne  ruled  them  with 
a  rod  of  iron.  With  such  men  it  was  the  only  way;  a  less  pow. 
erful  hand  would  have  been  set  at  naught. 

"What  does  the  fool  want,  now!"  the  Danite  leader  muttered 
as  he  halted  in  the  center  of  the  road,  and  waited  for  the  two 
horsemen  to  come  up.  "He  is  crazy,  or  so  near  it  that  he  might 
as  well  be.  It's  a  mystery  to  me  what  makes  the  other  one  stick 
to  him,  but  it's  the  nature  of  the  animal,  I  suppose!" 

The  two  horsemen,  urging  their  steeds  onward  at  full  speed, 
soon  reached  the  side  of  the  Danite. 

The  foremost  rider  was  the  wild,  peculiar-acting  Texan,  Jules 
Mercado;  the  second,  his  delicate,  effeminate  brother. 

Mercado  had  altered  greatly  in  his  appearance  during  the  last 
few  days;  his  face  had  become  pale  and  thin,  while  his  eyes 
had  seemingly  grown  unnaturally  large. 

"You  are  pursued!"  cried  the  Texan,  as  he  rode  up. 

"  Pursued?"  questioned  the  Danite,  not  exactly  under  standing 
the  warning,  for  so  thoroughly  did  he  hold  the  prowess  of  the 
men  of  the  town  of  Corinne  in  contempt,  that  he  never  even 
thought  of  them  daring  to  attempt  such  a  thing. 

"Yes,  pursued,  and  they  are  close  behind  me,  tovy." 

"They- who?' 

"Twenty  or  thirty  Corinne  men,  headed  by  that  demon  whom 
I  cannot  kill!"  the  Texan  cried,  a  touch  of  wildness  in  his  man- 
ner. 

"You  mean  Gold  Dan?" 

"Yes,  that  is  what  he  calls  himself  now,  but  he  is  not  Gold 
Dan,  or  else  I  am  crazy. " 

Clark  felt  very  much  inclined  to  tell  the  speaker  that  he 
believed  that  he  was,  but  the  Danite  seldom  wastefi  words,  and 
so  the  sentence  was  not  spoken. 

"They  are  coming  to  take  you  back  to  Corinne,  to  try  yoa 
for  killing  the  old  man,"  the  Texan  explained.  "  I  was  asked 
to  join  the  party,  for  they  wanted  to  muster  every  man  in  the 
town  who  could  pull  a  trigger.  I  agreed,  of  course,  but  instead 
of  doing  so,  I  mounted  my  horse,  and  made  a  circuit  round  the 
town,  so  as  to  be  able  to  warn  you  of  their  pursuit. " 

"Are  they  tired  of  life,  these  men  of  Corinne,  that  they  seek 
for  certain  death?"  the  Danite  asked,  grimly,  "or  do  they  fancy 
that  I  have  forgotten  how  to  pull  a  trigger,  and  will  run  like  a 
rabbit  when  I  hear  the  clatter  o'  tbeir  hoof*  *" 

iou  wdl  tignt  tnem,  of  courser  the  Texan  asked,  eagerly. 

"Yes,  if  they  don't  get  frightened  and  scamper  back  to 
Corinne,  when  they  see  that  I  am  prepared  for  them,  and  mean 
business  every  time!" 

"Oh,  they  will  try  the  question  with  you!"  the  Texan  ex- 
claimed, confidently.  "I'll  stay  and  fight  in  your  band.  Per- 
haps I  may  be  more  lucky  in  the  daylight  with  this  man,  for  by 
night  he  seems  to  bear  a  charmed  life." 

"  As  you  please,"  Clark  replied,  and  then  he  nodded  toward 
the  younger  rider,  who,  seated  motionless  on  his  steed,  just  out 
of  ear-shot  of  the  two,  seemed  sadly  dejected.  "You  had 
better  send  that  party  a  little  way  on  in  the  advance.  If  these 
fellows  attack  us,  which  I  can  hardly  believe  they  will  dare  to 
do,  a  stray  bullet  might  do  much  harm." 

"  I  will  attend  to  it." 

And  then  the  two  rode  on,  followed  by  the  boy,  and  soon 
overtook  the  band. 

Great  was  the  astonishment  of  the  Danites  when  they  were 
informed  that  they  were  pursued  by  the  men  of  Corinne,  and 
that  there  was  a  probability  of  a  fight.  At  first  they  were 
inclined  to  scout  at  the  idea,  but  when,  in  a  few  words  Clark 
bade  them  prepare  for  action,  they  began  to  believe  that  it 
was  the  truth. 

The  troop  reached  a  level  prairie  plain,  about  a  mile  square 
perhaps,  through  which  the  trail  ran,  the  Great  Salt  Lake  bound- 
ing it  on  the  west. 

"This  will  do!"  exclaimed  Clark,  as  the  party  reached  the 
center  of  the  plain.  "Abetter  ground  for  a  fight  we  couldn't 
have,  and  if  they  whip  us,  why  there's  the  broken  country  be- 
yond to  cover  our  retreat." 

A  laugh  of  derision  went  up  on  the  air  from  the  lips  of  the 
outlaws,  at  the  thoughts  of  a  defeat. 

"These  Corinne  chaps!"  cried  a  burly  ruffian,  "why,  well  eat 
'em  without  salt!" 

And  this  was  the  general  opinion.  In  fact,  very  few  of  the 
Danites  believed  that  the  townsmen  would  dare  to  attack,  when 
they  saw  that  they  were  waited  for. 

"No,  sir-ee!"  cried  one  of  the  band,  "you  won't  find  those 
sports  eager  to  find  out  what  kind  of  stuff  we  are  made  of! 
They'll  fire  a  few  shots,  mabbe,  and  then  when  we  go  for  'em, 
they'll  break  and  dust  as  if  blazes  was  arter  'em!" 

The  Danite  chief  deployed  his  men  in  a  long  single  line,  himseli 
in  the  center  and  the  Texan  by  his  side,  while  the  brother  was 
placed  some  fifty  paces  in  the  rear. 

Hardly  had  the  Mormons  prepared  for  battle,  when  forth  from 
the  rolling  foot-hills  rode  the  townsmen. 

Twenty  picked  men  were  there  in  the  ranks  of  Corinne,  besides 
their  leader,  the  plainsman,  Gold  Dan. 

And,  as  the  party  emerging  into  the  plain  deployed  also  in  a 
single  line,  the  Danite  chief,  with  his  keen  eyes,  noted  that 
nearly  every  man  in  the  outfit  was  armed  with  a  rifle. 

This  Clark  had  not  calculated  upon,  for  only  a  few  of  his  men 
were  so  equipped,  and  the  discovery  caused  a  frown  to  gather 
upon  his  ever-sullen  browa. 
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The  rifles  gave  the  townsmen  the  advantage,  as  they  could 
easily  pick  the  Mormons  off — thanks  to  their  longer  range  pieces 
—before  the  others  could  get  near  enough  to  return  the  fire. 

Within  about  a  quarter- ot-a- mile  the  new-comers  came;  then 
they  halted,  and  the  old  gray-bearded  fellow,  affixing  a  white 
handkerchief  to  the  end  of  his  rifle-barrel,  rode  forward  as  a 
flog  of  truce. 

CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

THE  BATTLE. 

"  A  flag  of  truce!"  muttered  Clark;  "  what  do  they  want  to 
my,  anyway?" 

"  Shall  I  plug  him,  Cap?"  asked  the  nearest  Danite,  a  stout 
fellow  on  the  right  of  the  line,  armed  with  a  rifle. 
"Oh,  no;  let's  hear  what  they  want." 
And  Clark  rode  forward  to  meet  the  flag. 

The  bearer  was  well  known  to  the  Danite,  by  sight.  Ben 
Smith  he  was  called,  a  boss-teamster,  and  reputed  to  be  as 
good  a  man  of  his  inches  as  there  was  west  of  the  Missouri, 
despite  his  age. 

"I'm  sorry  that  "ve  come  cn  rather  unpleasant  business,  Mr. 
Clark,"  he  said,  bluntly. 

"  Yes,"  replied  the  Danite,  shortly. 

"  We  want  you  to  surrender  to  us  and  go  back  to  Corinne 
and  stand  your  trial  for  the  killing  of  the  old  man." 
"  Oh,  you  want  to  try  me?" 
"Yes." 

"  Who,  pray?   I  wasn't  aware  that  you  had  any  law  courts  in 

Corinne?" 

"Judge  Lynch  answered  your  turn  the  other  night,  and  you 
hadn't  oughter  object  to  the  judge,  now  that  your  time  has 
come  to  face  the  music." 

"Judge  Lynch  is  to  try  me,  eh?" 

"  Yes.  Oh.  you'll  have  a  good,  fair  trial;  we  guarantee  that, 
and  if-  you  prove  that  the  old  fellow  did  commit  those  murders, 
of  course  the  verdict  will  be  not  guilty." 

"  And  if  I  don't  prove  it?" 

"  Well,  I  reckon  in  that  case  that  we  ll  hang  you,  Mr.  Clark, 
aa  an  example." 

"I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you  indeed,"  the  Danite  said,  with 
that  grim  sort  of  humor  which  was  so  peculiar  to  him,  "  but  I 
reckon  that  i  won't  come  to  Corinne  to  stand  any  trial  just  now; 
I'm  pretty  comfortable  where  I  am;  thanking  you  all  the  same 
for  your  kindness. 

ii  Well,  Mr.  Clark  we  shall  have  to  try  to  take  you  I"  Smith 
announced,  wiin  BigaT»n*as  ..  'n»«s 

"  You  don't  mean  it/'' 

"  Ob,  yes  we  do!'' 

"  Wby,  I've  got  ten  more  men  than  you  have,  and  my  dogs, 
too,  fight' with  halters  around  their  necka." 

ii  i  reckon  that  we  are  the  better  armed,  and  kin  pop  you  off 
at  long  range,  if  you  really  force  us  to  fight  you." 

"That  remains  to  be  seen,"  Clark  retorted,  carelessly.  "But, 
as  for  ray  torcing  a  fight  on  you,  why  the  boot  is  on  the  other 
leg.    Go  your  way;  the  prairie  is  wide.'' 

"  Clark,  we've  come  for  you,  and  we're  going  to  have  you  if 
it  takes  every  man  in  our  outfit!"  the  Corinne  man  averred, 
decidedly. 

"  Oh,  that's  your  talk,  is  it?"  the  Danite  answered,  insolently. 
"Now,  listen  to  me:  I'll  give  you  just  five  minutes  to  get  back 
to  your  line  with  that  flag  of  truce,  and  then  I'll  charge,  and 
after  we  get  through  with  you,  I  reckon  that  there  won't  be 
many  of  you  chaps  able  to  go  home  to  Corinne  and  tell  your 
town  how  you  hunted  for  John  Clark  on  the  prairie,  and  found 
him.'' 

"That's  your  game?" 

"Yes,  and  you'll  find  that  I  will  play  it  for  all  my  hand  is 
worth." 

The  flag-of-truce  bearer  turned  and  rode  rapidly  back  to 
where  the  Gentiles  were  in  line. 

"Look  out,  boys!  It's  fight!"  he  cried,  as  he  rode  up,  "and 
they'll  be  down  upon  us  in  a  brace  of  shakes !" 

Quickly  Gold  Dan  gave  the  command  lor  action. 

"  Let  every  man  take  the  fellow  that  is  opposite  to  him,  and 
don't  fire  until  you  are  sure  of  your  mark!" 

And  then,  as  the  borderer  ranged  his  eyes  over  the  line  of 
the  foe,  he  detected  the  Texan  in  the  opposing  ranks,  and  also 
caught  sight  of  the  drooping,  boyish  figure,  sitting  so  statue-like 
in  the  saddle,  on  the  prairie  beyond. 

For  a  moment  the  stout  aud  hardy  adventurer — the  man 
whose  life  had  been  one  constant  succession  of  perils — almost 
reeled  in  the  saddle. 

"  Oh,  I  recognize  them,  now!''  he  muttered,  the  words  escaping 
from  lips  strangely  white.  "  1  have  been  blind  that  I  did  not 
recognize  him  before,  but  her  I  have  not  seen.  Now  I  under- 
stand why  such  bitter  attacks  upon  my  life  have  been  made,  and 
who  is  the  guardian  angel  that  strove  so  earnestly  to  warn  me 
of  the  peril  that  threatened  me;  I  understand  all,  now.  The 
chase  is  up  at  last;  I  have  hunted  them  down,  but  will  I  win  or 
lose?" 

Small  time  had  the  plainsman  for  reflection,  for  as  the  Danite 
had  said,  within  five  minutes  he  gave  the  command  to  advance, 
and  like  a  flock  of  hungry  hawks  swooping  down  upon  their 
prey,  the  Danites  dashed  over  the  prairie  at  topmosu  speed 
toward  their  foes. 

Clark  had  calculated,  with  a  single  bold  aharge,  to  break 
the  ranks  of  the  borderers,  for  he  did  not  believe  that  they  would 
■tend  to  encounter  the  onset. 

But,  as  we  have  said,  the  Gentiles  were  all  picked  men,  excel- 


lent rifle-shots,  and  nearly  all  of  them  were  either  scout* 
teamsters  used  to  frontier  warfare. 

"  Steady,  men;  steady!"  Dan  cautioned,  as  the  Danites,  wi^n 
wild  cries,  came  dashing  on.  "Pick  yaur  men,  and  don't  waste  t 
shot!" 

Little  need  of  the  caution,  for  each  and  every  roan  of  the 
outfit  was  fully  prepared. 

When  the  charging  line  got  within  about  six  hundred  yards, 
they  commenced  to  open  fire,  but  the  distance  was  too  great, 
and  the  volley  whistled  harmlessly  over  the  heads  of  th» 
Gentiles;  but  when  the  Mormons  got  inside  of  four  hundred 
yards,  then  all  along  the  Gentile  ranks  burst  forth  a  sheet  of 
flame. 

Terrible  was  the  effect  of  the  well-directed  fire. 

Ten  men  were  down,  either  killed  outright  or  else  badly 
wounded,  and  some  five  more,  though  not  unhorsed,  yet  had 
received  quite  sufficient  taste  of  Gentile  lead  to  last  them  for 
many  a  day. 

"Charge,  boys!  Give  it  to  'em!"  cried  Gold  Dan,  at  the  top 
of  his  )ungs,  perceiving  that  the  decisive  moment  had  arrived. 

The  Gentiles  yelled  and  charged,  revolvers  in  hand. 

Dismayed  at  their  bloody  reception,  and  struck  with  terror 
by  the  heavy  loss  that  they  had  sustained,  the  Danites  broke 
and  fled  in  great  confusion. 

in  vain  did  John  Clark,  who  by  a  miracle  almost  had  escaped 
serious  injury,  although  bleeding  from  two  wounds,,  attempt 
to  rally  them. 

The  ruffians  had  received  too  great  a  shock,  and  the  Danite 
chief,  perceiving  that  it  was  useless  to  attempt  to  turn  the  for- 
tunes of  the  day,  reluctantly  put  spurs  to  his  horse  and  fled  with 
the  rest,  and  as  the  Danites  were  better  mounted  than  the 
borderers,  who  had  been  obliged  to  pick  up  what  steeds  they 
could,  easily  succeeded  in  making  good  their  escape. 

The  Gentiles  pursued  the  ruffians  until  they  lost  them  in  the 
wooded  defiles  beyond  the  plain,  and  then,  perforce,  gave  up 
the  chase. 

But,  the  victory  was  complete;  never  before,  in  all  the  annals 
of  Utah,  had  the  Danites  received  such  a  terrible  beating,  and 
gloomy  and  lull  of  wrath  indeed  were  the  Destroying  Angela 
when  they  straggled  into  their  camp  on  Antelope  Island,  one  by 
one,  a  few  hours  afterward,  and  realized  that  by  a  single  blow 
they  had  lost  one-third  of  their  band. 

And  the  Danite  chief,  too,  was  missing.  At  first  it  waa 
believed  that  he  had  fallen  at  the  murderous  discharge;  but  then, 
when  some  recalled  the  fact  that  he  had  endeavored  to  rally  the 
panic-stricken  line,  and  others  told  how  they  had  noticed  the 
blood  streaming  down  his  deer-skin  garb,  it  was  generally 
~™,r»lnded  that  in  some  lonely  defile  the  stern  chiel  of  the  White 
bavages  had  succumbed  to  his  wounds,  and  found  rn  unknown 
grave. 

John  Clark  never  joined  the  Danite  band  again,  nor  was  ha 
ever  seen  by  any  of  them. 

The  Mormon  leaders,  whan  informed  of  the  disaster  that  had 
befallen  their  chosen  band,  "  the  Swords  of  Gideon,"  and  of  the 
absence  of  Clark,  caused  careful  search  to  be  made  lor  him. 

His  den  in  the  mountains  was  visited,  but  the  hand  of  th« 
destroyer  had  been  there  also.  Gunpowder  and  fire  baa  oouo 
their  work ;  the  rude  hut  had  been  destroyed ;  naught  but  ashes 
remained;  the  roof  of  the  little  cave  had  been  blown  up  with 
gunpowder,  and  a  most  desolate  picture  it  presented. 

To  the  Mormon  mind  it  was  plain  that  the  Gentiles,  flushed 
with  victory,  had  pursued  the  Duke  of  Corinne  to  his  retreat  in 
the  mountains,  and  there  settled  in  full  the  score  of  hate. 

And  the  Mormons  lamented  the  loss  of  stern  John  Clark,  for 
no  such  man  as  he  did  they  ever  find  again. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 

HUNTED    DOWN    AT  LAST. 

The  pursuit  ended,  the  victorious  Gentiles  returned  to  view 
the  field  whereon  the  fight  had  been  won  so  easily ;  eager  too, 
if  possible,  to  relieve  the  suffering  of  the  wounded  men. 

The  Gentiles  had  come  out  of  the  fight  almost  without  a 
scratch. 

And  Dan,  who  in  the  excitement  of  the  fight  had  lost  sight  of 
the  two  Texans,  now  proceeded  to  search  for  them.  He  had  not 
far  to  look. 

Stretched  upon  the  ground,  just  where  he  had  fallen,  right 
in  the  front  of  the  charge,  was  the  Texan;  a  well-aimed  rifle-ball 
had  settled  his  account  with  this  world,  but  life  still  lingered 
withim  the  stubborn  frame,  although  it  was  quite  plain  that  the 
man  had  not  long  to  live. 

Over  him  bent  the  slender  form,  dressed  in  male  atcire,  but 
evidently  a  woman,  the  one  whom  he  had  designated  as  his 
brother. 

Great  tears  were  streaming  from  her  big,  black  eyes,  and  in 
the  soft  Spanish  tongue  she  called  aloud  upon  all  the  saints  in 
Heaven  to  spare  her  brother. 

But  what  cares  stern  fate  for  a  woman's  prayers  or  a  woman'a 
tears? 

The  bullet  of  the  frontiersman  had  done  its  deadly  work  only 
too  well,  and  the  time  of  the  stricken  man  on  earth  must  be 
measurd  by  minutes,  not  by  hours. 

The  Texan  was  perfectly  conscious,  and  was  gazing  with  dull 
eyes  upon  the  face  of  the  grief-tortured  girl,  when  Gold  Dan 
came  up  to  the  group. 

Hastily  the  plainsman  dismounted  from  hi*  steed,  and  advaaced 
toward  the  two. 

An  expression  of  bitter,  impotent  hatred  caua*  over  the  faca 
of  the  stricken  man,  as  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  <j-w  whom  in.  had 
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tried  so  hard  to  kill,  but  who  had  so  wonder- 
fully escaped  the  several  dangers. 

And  now,  face  to  face,  each  recognized  the 
other.  .    .  , 

The  adventurer  knew  the  brother  and  sister 
to  be  Fernando  and  Blanche  del  Colma,  and 
I  they  knew  him  for  Richard  Velvet,  or  Velvet 
Hand.  . 

Si.:  months  before  the  time  of  which  wo 
write,  in  Cinnabar  Citv,  far  up  North,  under 
the  shadow  of  great  Shasta's  peak  of  eternal 
snow,  Richard  Velvet  and  the  queenly  Blanche 
were  to  have  been  married ;  but,  only  a  month 
before  the  day  set  for  the  wedding,  both  the 
brother  and  sister  had  mysteriously  disap- 
peared. 

Velvet  Hand  had  searcLed  high  and  low,  and 
at  last  getting  a  clew,  had  followed  them  to 
Utah. 

On  the  way  thither  he  had  come  across  the 
body  of  the  true  Gold  Dan,  killed  in  an  Indian 
fight;  the  savages  had  been  driveu  olf  by  a 
timely  arrival  of  troops,  before  they  had  a 
chance  to  strip  or  mutilate  the  body. 
'  As  Velvet  Hand  looked  upon  the  slain  man, 
he  noticed  that  h9  bore  quite  a  resemblance  to 
himself;  an  idea  fir.shed  upon  him;  by  assuming 
to  be  Gold  Dan  he  would  be  enabled  to  search 
for  the  fugitives  without  exciting  Del  Colma's 
suspicions,  for  of  course  the  brother  would  be 
on  the  watch  for  Velvet  Hand,  not  for  an  un- 
known like  Gold  Dan. 

"  You  have  hunted  us  down  at  last,"  the 
brother  said,  speaking  slowly  and  with  great 
difficulty. 

"I  hare,  for  I  wished  to  assure  myself  that 
Blanche  went  with  you  of  her  own  free  will, 
and  under  no  compulsion." 

"And  if  that  is  the  truth?"  Del  Colma, 
asked. 

"I  am  content,  and  will  not  complain," 
Velvet  Hand  answered,  firmly.  "It  is  her 
right  to  choose." 

"  You  went  with  me  of  your  own  free  will, 
Blanche,  eh?"  the  brother  asked,  turning  his 
glassy  eyes  upon  the  face  of  the  girl. 

"  Yes,  of  my  own  free  will,"  she  answered, 
slowly,  not  daring  to  trust  her  eyes  to  rest  upon 
the  face  of  the  man  she  had  so  cruelly  wronged. 

"  And  yet  she  loves  you  better  than  she  does 
her  life,"  the  brother  observed,  a  mocking  smile 
creeping  over  his  face. 

"  I  do  not  understand  the  riddle,"  Velvet  Hand 
said,  simply. 

"  It  is  easily  exr°-ined,"  Del  Colma  answered. 
'My  mother,  ^  uc.  ucaK  made  her  swear 
that  she  would  never  leave  me  while  I  needed 
her  care.  For  the  last  year  my  brain  has  been 
affected.  I  have  been  mad  at  times ;  I  am  mad 
whenever  I  come  in  contact  with  you — frantic 
with  the  desire  to  kill  you.  She  knew  this,  and 
to  save  your  life  she  was  willing  to  go  with  me 
wherever  I  went.  Now  the  mystery  is  out,  and 
you  know  why  she  forsook  you." 

For  a  moment  the  now  fast-dying  man  paused 
to  take  breath,  then  again  he  proceeded. 

"  But  that  is  all  ended,  now.  Within  a  very 
few  minutes  my  account  with  this  world  will  be 
closed,  and  then  she  will  be  free— she  will  he 
yours;  death  alone  gives  her  to  you,  for  with 
life  I  never  would  yield  her.  Blanche — my  sis- 
ter—kiss  me  for  the  last  time  before  you  go  to 
this  man  I  hate." 

Terrible  was  the  tone  in  which  Del  Colma  ut 
tered  the  words.  Even  with  the  chilly  clutch  of 
Death's  dark  angel  upon  him,  he  did  not  relent. 

The  weeping  girl — now  only  a  mere  wreck  of 
what  she  had  been  only  a  few  short  months  be- 
fore, when,  in  Cinnabar  City,  she  had  won  the 
fancy  of  iron-heart  Velvet  Hand,  the  Dick  Tal- 
bot of  other  days — bent  over  the  stricken  man 
and  pressed  a  kiss  upon  his  lips,  and  then,  even 
as  the  caress  was  given,  there  was  a  quick,  sharp 
report,  a  moan  of  pain  came  from  the  girl's  lips, 
and  she  fell  heavily  upon  the  wounded  man,  the 
shock  crushing  the  frail  life  from  his  body ;  and 
he  died,  too,  with  a  mocking  smile  upon  his  thin 
lips. 

His  last  act  had  been  to  tear  the  heart  of  the 
man  he  hated.  A  small'  pocket  pistol  he  had 
held  concealed  in  his  hand,  and  when  the  girl 
had  bent  over  him  he  had  placed  it  against  her 
heart  and  fired;  death  had  ensued  from  the 
wound  almost  instantly. 

For  a  moment  Talbot  gazed  upon  t'^e  fearful 
sight,  his  senses  reeling,  and  then  flying  like 
a  madman  to  his  borsa,  he  leaped  upon  the 
animal's  back,  and  spurred  away  at  topmost 
speed. 

"All  that  love  me  are  doomed  to  die!"  he 
cried,  in  agony.  "  Bernice,  my  first  love,  is 
the  only  one  that  has  ever  escaped.  Am  I, 
then,  fatal  to  the  women  who  love  me?  It 
would  seem  so.  No  rest!  no  peaceful  home 
forme!  No  children  to  play  ."round  my  knee 
and  smooth  my  path  in  old  age.  Oh,  fate!  if 
you  have  nothing  better  for  me  in  the  future 
than  you  have  given  me  in  the  past,  let  me  not 
live,  but  die  and  find  the  rest  that  is  denied  me 
here,  in  the  earth  from  whence  I  came." 

Straight  on  Talbot  rode  through  the  livelong 
day,  turning  neither  to  the  right  nor  left,  save 
when  impassable  barriers  hemmed  in  the  way. 

He  sought  the  water  of  Lethe,  that  he  might 
drink  and  forget  the  bitter  past. 

Never  more  did  the  town  of  Corinne  see  the 


manly  figure  of  Gold  Dan,  and  pretty  Durango 
Kate  waited  long  and  anxiously  for  the  man  she 
had  made  up  her  mind  to  captivate,  but  he 
never  came. 

Far  down  in  the  San  Juan  mines  the  wanderer 
found  a  habitation,  and  in  the  excitement  of  a 
new  life  tried  to  forget  the  old. 

Some  day,  when  my  library-tower  is  complet- 
ed, and  from  my  eagle-like  nest  I  can  watch  the 
white  sails  on  the  sound,  the  bold  snores  of  Long 
Island  opposite,  and  the  pretty  waters  of  the 
Mianus  at  my  feet,  and  the  "  fit "  seizes  upon 
me,  1  will  take  my  bread-winner  in  hand  again, 
and  tell  of  the  wondrous  adventures  that  befell 
lion-hearted  Dick  Talbot  down  in  the  Southland 
mines,  where  the  silver  ore  shines  in  the  ledge 
and  the  gold  lies  deep  in  the  "  pocket." 

THE  END. 
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148  Sharp  Sam.    By  J.  Alexander  Patten.      . .  5c 

149  A  Game  of  Gold.  By  Edward  L.  Wheeler. . .  5c 

150  Lance  and  Lasso.    By  Capt.  F.  Whittaker. . .  5c 

151  Panther  Paul.   By  Joseph  E.  Badger,  Jr.. . .  5c 

152  Black  Bess.    By  Charles  Morris      5c 

153  Eagle  Kit,  the  Boy  Demon.   By  Oll  Coomes.  5c 

154  The  Sword-Hunters.    By  Capt.  F. Whittaker  5c 

155  Gold  Trigger.    By  T.  C.  Harbaugh  5c 

156  Deadwood  Dick  of  Deadwood.  By  Wheeler.  5c 

157  Mike  Merry.   By  Charles  Morris      .  5c 

158  Fancy  Frank  of  Colorado.  By  Buffalo  Bill . .  5c 

159  The  Lost  Captain.    By  Fred.  Whittaker  5c 

160  The  Black  Giant.   By  Jos.  E.  Badger,  Jr. . .  5c 

161  New  York  Nell.    By  Edward  L.  Wheeler  .  5c 

162  Will  Wildfire  in  the  Woods.  By  C.  Morris.  5c 
1R3  Little  Texas.   By  Oll  Coomes   6e 

-"K's  Pi  -dor._  By  Geo  W  "rowne  .  5c 
-.  ...     ••   -".Vrfa..  5c 
...  ..AV-KouY  —  rhk.    By  hfcir,--u..««>ci>rge   5c 

167  Asa  Scott.    By  Edward  Willett  . .  5c 

168  Deadly  Dash.    Bv  Joseph  E.  Badger,  Jr.  5c 

169  Tornado  Tom.    By  T.  C.  Harbaugh   5c 

170  A  Trump  Card.   Bv  Charles  Morris   5c 

171  Ebony  Dan.   By  Frank  Dumont   5c 

172  Thunderbolt  Tom.    By  Harry  St.  George. ...  5c 

173  Dandy  Rock's  Rival.   By  Geo.  W.  Browne.  5c 

174  Bob  Rockett.    By  Charles  Morns    5c 

175  Captain  Arizona.  Bv  Philip  S.  Warne   5c 

176  The  Boy  Runaway.  'By  Lieut.  H.  D.  Perry.  .  5c 

177  Nobby  Nick  of  Nevada.  By  E.  L.  Wheeler. .  5c 

178  Old  Solitary.    By  Oil  Coomes   5c 

179  Bob  Rockett,  the' Bank  Runner.    By  Morris.  5c 

180  The  Sea  Trailer.  Lieut.  H.  D.  Perry,  U.  S.  N.  5c 

181  Wild  Frank  of  Montana.    By  E.  L.  Wheeler.  5c 

182  Little  Hurricane.    By  Oll  Coomes   5c 

183  The  Hidden  Hand.    By  Chas.  Morns   5c 

184  The  Boy  Trailers.    By  Jos.  E.  Badger.  Jr  . .  5c 

185  Evil  Eye.    By  Frank  Dumont    5c 

186  Cool  Desmond.    By  Col.  Delle  Sara  5c 

187  Fred  Halyard.    By  Chas.  Morris  5c 

188  Ned  Temple.    By  T.  C.  Harbaugh         ....  5c 

189  Bob  Rockett,  the  Cracksman.   By  C.  Morris  5c 

190  Dandy  Darke.    Bv  Wm.  R.  Eyster    .        .  5c 

191  Buffalo  Billy.  By  Capt.  A.  B.  Tavlor.U.S.A.  5c 

192  Captain  Kit.    By  Lieut.  H.  D.  Perry.  U.S.N.  5c 

193  The  Lady  Road- Agent.    Bv  Philip  S.  Warne  5c 

194  Buffalo  Bill's  Bet.  Capt.  A.  B.  Taylor.U.S.A  5c 

195  Deadwood  Dick's  Dream.    By  E.  L.  Wheeler.  5c 

196  Shadowed.    By  Charles  Morris   5o 

197  Little  Grit.    Bv  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham   5c 

198  Arkansaw.    By  T.  C.  Harbaugh   5c 

199  Featherweight.    Bv  Edward  Willett    5c 

200  The  Boy  Bedouins.  'By  Capt.  F.  Whittaker  5c 

201  The  Black  Hills  Jezebel.  E.  L.  Wheeler  5c 
I  202  Prospect  Pete.    By  Oll  Coomes   5c 

201  The  Boy  Pards.   Jos.  E.  Badger,  Jr  5c 

204  Gold  Plume.    By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham    .  5c 

205  Deadwood  Dick's  Doom.  By  E.  L.  Wheeler.  5c 
906  Dark  Paul,  the  Tiger  King.  By  C.  Morris.  5c 
207  Navajo  Nick.    By  T.  C.  Harbaugh    5c 

J  208  The  Boy  Hercules.    Bv  Oli  Coomcs   5c 

209  Fritz,  the  Bound-Boy  Deti  ctive.  Wheeler.  5c 

210  Faro  Frank  of  High  Pin  By  W.  R.  Eyster. 
i  211  Crooecd  Cale.    By  Jos  E.  Badger,  Jr. . .  .. 

212  Dashtng  Dave.    By  Charles  Morris  .     .  . 

213  Fri^z  to  the  Front.    Bv  E.  L.  Wheeler.  . 

214  Wolfgang.    Bv  Capt.  Frederick  Whittaker 

215  CSptain  Bullet.    Bv  T.  C.  Harbaugh 

216  Bison  Bill.    By  Col.  Piei.ti.ss  Ingraham  

217  Captain  Crack-Shot.    Bv  E.  L.  Wheeler. . 

218  Tigfr  Tom.    By  Oll  Coomes  . . 

219  Despard,  the  Duelist.    Bv  Philip  S.  Warne.  5c 

220  Tom  Tanner.    By  Charles  Morris   5c 

221  Sugar-Coated  Sam.   By  Edward  L.  Wheeler.  5c 

222  Grit,  the  Bravo  Sport.    By  Col.  Ingraham.  5c 

223  Ozark  Ai.f.    By  Edward  WUlett   5c 

224  Dashing  Dick.    By  Oll  Coomes  5c 

225  Sam  Charcoal,  the  Premium  Darky.  By 
Charles  Morris      5c 

226  Snoozer.  the  Boy  Sharp.    Sy  E.  L.  Wheeler.  5c 

5c 
5c 
5c 
5c 
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22;  Dusky  Darrel.  Trapper.    By  E.  Emerson. 

228  Little  Wildfire .    By  Oll  Coomes.  .   

229  Crimson  Kate.    By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham 

230  The  Yankee  Rajah.    By  C.  D.  Clark ... 
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BY  EDWARD    L,.  WHEELER. 
Deadwood  Dick  Novels. 

1  Deadwood  Dick,  the  Prince  ot  the  Road. 

80  Deadwood  Dick's  Defiance;  or,  Double  Dagger.. 

2*  Deadwood  Dick  in  Disguise;  or,  BuHaJj  Ben. 

85  Deadwood  l>ick  In  111*  Castle. 

430  Deadwood  Dick's  Bonanza;  or,  The  Phantom  Miner. 

49  Deadwood  Dick  In  Danger;  or,  Omaba  Oil. 

r.TjDeadwood  Dick's  Eagles  ;  or,  The  Pard.  of  Flood  Bar. 

78  Deadwood  Dickon  Deck  ;    r,  Calamity  •  ine,  the  Heroine 

77  Deadwood  Dick's  Last  Act;  or.  Corduroy  Charlie. 
100  Deadwood  Dick  In  Lead*  tile. 
104  Deadwood  Dick's  Device;  or, The  Double  Cross  Sign. 
10"  Deadwood  Dick  as  Detective. 

129  Deadwood  Dick's  Double;  »r.  The  Gorgon'.  Gulch  Ghoet. 
188  Deadwood  Dick's  llonic  Hase;  or,  Blondi  Bill. 
149  Deadwood  Dick's  Big  Strike;  or,  A  Game  of  Gold. 
156  Deadwood  Dick  ot  Deadwood:  or,  1  he  Picked  Party. 
195  Deadwood  Dick's  Dreamt  or.  The  Rivals  of  the  Road. 
201  Deadwood  Dick's  Ward;  or.  The  Black  Hill's  Jeiebel. 
205  Deadwood  Dick's  Doom:  or.  Calamity  J  ane's  Adventure. 
21 7  Deadwood  Dick's  Dead  Deal. 
221  Deadwood  Dick's  Death-Plant. 
482  Gold-Dust  Dick.    A  Romance  of  Roughs  and  Toughs. 
868  Deadwood  Dick's  Divide:  or,  The  Spirit  of  Swamp  Lake. 
»68  Deadwood  Dick's  Dentli  Trail. 
809  Deadwood  Dick's  Deal;  or,  The  Gold  Brick  of  Oregon. 

821  Deadwood  Dick's  Dozen;  or.  The  Fakir  of  Phantom  Flats 
84?  Deadwood  Dick's  Ducats;  or,  Da»e  in  the  Diggings. 
851  Deadwood  Dick  Sentenced;  or,  Ine  Terrible  V.ndetta. 
862  Deadwood  Dick's  Claim. 
405  Deadwood  Dick  In  Dead  City. 
410  Deadwood  Dick's  Diamonds. 
421  Deadwood  Dick  In  New  York;  or,  A  "Cute  Case." 

480  Deadwood  Dick's  Dust;  or,  The  Chained  Hand. 
448  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr  ;  ..r,  The  Crimson  Crescent  Sirn. 
448  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s,  DeOnnce. 

458  Deadwood  Dick.  Jr.'.    i  nil  Hand. 

459  Deadwo  H.k,  Jr.'s,  Big  Round-Fp. 

465  Deadwood  Dick  Jr.'s  Backet  at  Claim  10. 
471  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s  Corral;  or,  Boseman  BUI. 
476  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s,  Do*  Detective. 

481  Deadwood  Dick.  Jr.,  In  Deadwood. 
491  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s,  Compact. 
4!><i  Deadwood  Dick   Jr.'s.  Inheritance. 
500  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s  Digging*. 
508  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s.  Deliverance. 
515  Deadwood  DUk    Jr.'s  Protege,. 
522  Deadwood  Dick.  Jr.'s,  Three" 
529  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s,  Danger  Duck*. 
584  Deadwood  Dick.  Jr.'s,  Death  Hunt. 

589  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.,  In  Texas. 
544  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.,  the  Wild  West  Vldoct 
549  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.,  on  Ills  Mettle. 
554  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.,  In  Gotham. 
5(il  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.,  In  Boston. 
567  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.,  In  Philadelphia. 
572  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.,  In  Chicago. 
578  Deadwood  Dick.  Jr..  Afloat. 
58»  Deadwood  Dick.  sr..  In  Denver. 

590  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s,  Decree. 
595  i»"  -  »»«-■■-  -•-    •         ■'-  ■ 
600  Deadwo....  ,>ie.   ....  „_ 
606  Deadwood  D|ck,  Jr.'s,  Leadvl..c  t„. 
•18  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.,  In  Detroit. 
618  Deadwood  Dick.  Jr.    In  Cincinnati. 

I  Deadwood  Dick.  Jr.,  In  Nevada. 
<;Hf»  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.,  lis  No  Man's  Land. 
686  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.,  After  the  Queer. 

6I'>  l>.„.l>w        Dick    Jr..  Iii  Buffalo. 

648  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s,  Chase  Across  the  Continent 
654  Dendwood  Dick,  Jr.,  Among  the  Smugglers. 
660  Dendwood  Dlek,  Jr.'s,  Insurance  Case. 
666  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr..  Buck  In  the  Mine*. 
672  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.,  In  Durango:  r, "  Gathered  Ii." 
678  Deadwood  Dlek,  Jr.'s  Discovery;  or,  Found  a  Fortune, 
r'.si  Deadwood  Dlek.  Jr.'s.  Dazzle. 
6!M>  Dcdwood  Dlek,  Jr.'-.  Dollars. 
895  Deadwood  Dick    Jr.,  at  Danger  Divide. 
700  Deadwood  Dick.  Jr.'s,  Drop. 
704  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.,  at  Jack-Pot. 
710  Deadwood  Dick   Jr.,  In  San  Francisco. 
716  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s   Still  Hunt. 
722  Dendwood  Dlek,  Jr.'s  Dominoes, 
ra-  Dendwood  Dick,  Jr.'s  Disguise. 
784  Deadwood  Dlek.  Jr.'s,  Double  Deal. 
740  Dendwood  Dick   Jr.'s.  Deathwatch. 
747  Dendwood  Dick    Jr.'.,  Doublet. 
7.V>  Deadwood  Dick    Jr.'s,  Deathblow. 
758  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s   Desperate  Strait. 

N  I  Deadv,         Did  ,  Jr.'-,  Lone  Hand. 

770  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s  Defeat. 
776  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s,  Resurrection. 
782  Deadwood  Dick.  Jr.'s   Dark  Days. 
787  Deadwood  Dick    Jr.,  Defied. 
792  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s.  Double  Device. 
797  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr'..,  Desperate  Venture. 
802  Deadwood  Dlek,  Jr.'s,  Diamond  Dice. 
807  Deadwood  Dick    Jr.'s,  It  oval  Flush. 
H12  Dendwood  Dlek,    Jr.'s  l!cnd-off. 
816  Deadwood  Dick.  Jr.'s.  Rival. 

822  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s,  Boom. 
828  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'..  Scoop. 
884  Dendwood  Dlek,  Jr.'-,  Proxy. 
840  Deadwood  Dlek,  Jr.'s,  Clutch. 
845  Deadwood  Dick.   Jr.'s,  Pltrh  Horse. 
s.Vi  Dendwood   Dlek     Jr.,  at  Do  ll's  Gulch. 
.858  Deadwood  DM.,  Jr.'-.  I'c  ntli-llole  Hustle. 
868  Deadwood  Dlek,  Jr.'s  Bombshell. 
870  Dead  wood  Dick,  Jr..  In  Mexico. 
*76  Deadwood  Dlek,  Jr's    Decoy  Duck. 
'S3  Dendwood   Dick,    Jr.    In  Nlirr  Pocket. 
«»1   Dead  wood  Dick.  Jr.'-,  Dead  Sure  Game. 
898  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s,  Double  Drive. 
904  Dendwood  Dick,  Jr.'s.  Trade-Mark. 

910  Deadwood    Dick.   J  r.,  at  Tip-Top. 

916  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s  Double-Deeker. 
928  Deadwood  Dick.  Jr.    at  DoHnrvMlc. 
984  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr..  at  Flush  Flats. 
!>!<>  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'-.  Shiike-lip. 
946  Deadwood  Dick.  Jr.'-,  Double  Drop. 
951  Deudwood  Dick,  Jr.'s.  Right  Bower. 
957  Deadwood  Dick.  Jr.'s.  Ten-Strike. 
965   D.ndwood  IMeU,  Jr.'.,  Cold-Dust. 
971  Deadwood  Dick    Jr.'s.  Oath. 
977  Deadwood  Dick,  Jr.'s,  Death-Doom. 

9-6  Dcadw  I  Dick.  Jr.'-,  Best  Card. 

992  Dendw          Dick.  Jr.,  at  Cold  Dust. 

9'>s  Deadwood  Di-  k,   Jr.'s,  Big  Play. 
Kin.-.  Dendwood  Dick,  Jr.,  Branded. 
1011  D-ad-o  d  Dck,  J  -  '*.  Dutch  Pard. 
1018  Deadwood  Die  ,  J  .'s,  Big  Four. 

UT  ROBERT  R.  INMAlf. 
10S6  l>andy  Dick's  Double. 
1024  Dundy  Dick,  Detect. ire. 

BT  MARCUS  H.  WARING. 
1026  The  Three  Spotter-. 


Other  Novels  by  E.  L.  Wheeler. 
80  Rosebud  Rob;  or,  Nugget  Ned,  the  Knight. 
84  Rosebud  Rob  on  Hand:  or,  I  I  I  the  Sir]  Miner 
88  Rosebud  Rob's  Reappearance;  or.  Photograph  Phil. 

181  Rosebud  Rob's  Challenge;  «,('„,.„„„„  (  hip. 

277  Denver  Doll,  the  Detective  Queen;  or,  The  Yankee'.  Surround 

881  Denver  Doll's  Mctory;  or.  Skull  and  Croeabones, 

8*5  Denver  Doll's  Decoy  |  or.  Little  Bill' 

896  Denver  Doll's  Drift  ;  or.  The  Road  Queen. 

86H  Vreka  Jli 

878  Vreka 

885  Vreka  Jli 

894  Vreka  Jim  of  Vuba  Dam. 
209  Fritz,  the  Bound-Boy  Detective;  or.  Dot  Leetle  Game. 
218  Fritz  to  the  Front;  or,  The  Ventriloquist  Hunter 
241  Sierro  Sam,  th*  Frontier  Ferret;  ..r,  A  Sister's  Dtvotloi 
248  Sierra  Sam's  Secret ;  or,  The  Bloodv  Footprints. 
858  Sierra  Sam's  Pard  ;  or.  The  Angel  of  Big  Vista. 

1  or,  The  Stolen  Bride, 
'he 


Jim,  the  liolcl-Cnlherert  or,  The  Life  Lottery. 
Jlm'8  Prize;  or,  The  Wolves  of  Wake-Up. 
Jim's  Joker  ;  or,  The  Rival,  of  Red  Ncse. 


258  Sierra  Sam's  Seve 


BUFFALO  BILL,  NOVELS. 


BY  COL.  PRENTISS  1NGRAHAM. 
1052  Buffalo  Bill  In  Disguise. 
1046  Gold  Plume,  the  Boy  Bandit,!  or,  Buffalo 

Express  Rider. 
1042  k  ittle  Grit,  the  i'ony  Express  Rider. 
1040  Ituffalo  Kill's  Pony  Patrol. 
1018  Buffalo  BUI'.  T, : sos  Team. 
1007  Bnffulo  Bill's  Sure-Shots. 
1000  Buffalo  Bill's  Irecoy  Boys. 


tch- 1. ye,  the  u 

 Edged  Dick,  the  Sport  Detective 

145  Captain  Ferret,  the  New  York  Detectlv 
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I  16!  New  York  Nell,  the  Boy-Girl  Detective. 
I  226  The  Arab  Detective  ;  or,  Snooser,  the  Boj  Sharp. 
891  Turk  the  Boy  Ferret. 

825  Kelley,  Hit-key  A-  Co..  the  Dete,  tiveB  of  Philadelphia. 

848  Vluiiliiillnii  M  Ike,  the  Bowerv  Detective. 
4<MI  W  rinkle-,  the  N  ight-Watrh  Detective. 
416  High  Hat  Harry,  the  Base  Ball  Detective. 
426  Sam  Slab-Ides,  the  Beggnr-Bov  Detective. 
484  Jim  Beak  and  Pal.  Private  Detective.. 

26  Cloven  Hoof,  the  Buffalo  Demon;  or,  The  Border  Vulture.. 
82  Bob  Woolf:  or,  ThelJirl  Dead-Shot. 
45  Old  Avalanche;  or,  Wild  Edna,  the  Girl  Brigand. 
58  Jim  Bliidsoe,  Jr.,  the  fiov  Phe„ix. 
61  Kuekhorn  Kill  ;  or.  The  Red  Hi  tie  Team 
92  Canada  diet  ;  or,  Old  Anaconda  in  Sitting  Bull'.  Csmn. 
118  Jack  Hoyle  the  Young  Speculator. 

185  Bonanza  BUI,  Miner;  or,  Madam  Mystery,  the  Forger. 
188  Boss  Bob  the  King  of  Bootblack.. 

141  Solid  Sam,  the  Boy  Road-Agent;  or.  The  Branded  Brow.. 
ITT  \obbj  Nick  ol'Ncvudo;  or,  The  Sierras  Scamp.. 
181  WIldFrauk    Hi.  Bm  k-k  in  Bravo;  or  Lad  v  1 .1  ly's  Love. 

886  Apollo  BUI,  the  Trail  Tornado;  or,  Rswdy  Kale. 

840  Cyclone  Kit.  the  Young  Gladiator,  or,  The  Locked  Valley. 

278  Jumbo  Joe,  the  Hoy  Paired;  or.  The  Rival  Heirs. 

B8(>  Little  Uufvk-Shotl  or.  The  Dead  Face  of  Daggersvllle. 

858  First-Class  Fred,  ihe  Gent  from  Gopher. 

878  Nabob  Ned;  or.  The  Secret  of  Slab  City. 

888  Cool  Kit,  the  King  of  Kid-;  or,  A  Villain's  Vengeance. 

488  Santa  Fe  Sal,  the  Slasher;  or.  A  Son'- Veneemce. 
*86  Sealskin  Sam.  the  Sparkler,  or  The  Tribunal  of  Tes. 
918  Kit  Keith,  t  e  Revenue  Spotter. 

922  sol  Sharp...  the  New  York  Nlght-Hawk. 
948  Old  Hayseed   \mong  Bunco  Men. 
1001  Banty,  the  Denver  Bootblack. 

J.  C.  COWDRICK. 

Ily.  the  Bootblack  Bravo. 

Ily'a  Hoodie;  or,  dealing  aSlreaf.  Case 
586  Broad  .say  trltliya  '■ 
557  Broadway  Billy's  Death  Racket. 
579  Broadway  Billy's  Surprise  Party. 
605  Broadway  Billy;  or,  The  Boy  Detective's  Big  Innlnr. 
628  Broadway  Billy's  Dead  Act:  or.  The  League  of  Seven 
669  Broadway  Billy  Abroad;  or,  The  Bootblack  In  Fri.co. 
675  Broadway  Billy's  Best;  or.Beating  San  Francisco'. Fine.k 
687  Broadway  Billy  In  Clover. 

696  Broadway  Billy  In  Texas;  or,  The  River  Rustler.. 
708  Broadway  Billy's  Brand. 

711  Broadway  Billy  ot  Santa  Fe;  or,  The  Clever  Deal. 
720  Broadway  BUly's  full  Hand:  or.  The  Gamin  Detective. 

785  Broadway   Billy's  Itu-lncss. 

78s  Broadway  Billy'-  Cur   Case. 

758  Broadyvny  Billy  In  Denver. 

762  Broadway   Billy's  Bargain;  or,  The  Three  Detective. 

769  Broadway  Billy,  ihe  Retriever  Detective. 

775  Brondwuv  Billy's  shadow  Chase. 

788  Broadway   Bill*'-  Beagles;  or,  Th- Trio's  Quest. 

786  Broadway   Billy'-  Team;    r,  I  he  Combine'.  Big  Pull. 
790  Broadway  Billy's  Brigade;  or.  The  Dead  Alive. 
796  Broadway  lilllt'-  Oncer  Bequest. 

800  Broadway  Billy  Baffled. 
SO.",  Broadway  Billy '«  Signal  Scoop. 
810  Broadway  Billy's  Wipe  Out. 
sir,  Broadway  Billy'-  Bank  Racket. 
S2I   Broudwuy    Billy  -  Bluff. 

826  Broadway  Billy  Among  Jersey  Thugs. 

888  Broadway  Billy's  Raid. 

889  Broadway  Billy  s  Big  Boom. 
844  Broadway  I E 1 1 1  v '-  Big  Bulge. 

849  Broadway  Billy's  »iOO,000  Snap. 

856  Broadway    Billy's  Blind:  ..r,  Tl    H... (black  Stowaway. 

862  Broadway  Billy  In  London. 

si;s  Broadway  Billy  Shadow s  London  Slums. 

K7  1  Broadway  Billy  '-  I  reach  Came. 

880  Broadway  Billy  and  the  Bomb-Throwers. 

880  Silver-Mask,  the  Man  of  Mystery;  or,  The  Golden  Keys. 

869  -liu-io.  the  Gold  King;  or,  For  Seven  Years  Dead. 

420  The  Detective's  Apprentice  ;  or,  A  Boy  Without  a  Name. 

424  Clbuta  John  ;    r.  Red  Hot  Times  at  Ante  Bar. 

489  «undy  Sum,  the  Street  Scout. 
467  Disco  Dan.  the  DaiBy  Dude 

506  Redllght  Ralph  the  Prince  of  the  Road. 

524  The  Engineer  Detective;  or,  Redlight  Ralph's  Reeolve 

548  Mart,  Ihe  Night  Express  Detective. 

571  Air-Line  Luke   the  Young  Engineer;  or,  The  Double  Ca»e 

592  The  Boy  Plnkerton;  or.  Running  the  Rascal.  Out. 

615  Fighting  Harry    the  Chiel  ot  Chained  Cyclone. 

640  Bareback  Beth,  the  Centaur  of  the  Circle. 

647  Typewriter  Tilly   the  Merchant'.  Ward. 

659  Moonlight  Morgnn  the  "  Piiene.t  "  Man  of  Ante  Bar. 

887  Battery  Bob.   the  Dock  Detective. 
Out. 
Dee. 

906  Safety  Knm,   the  Cycle  Sport. 
912  Train  Boy  Trlst's  Hot  Hustle, 
918  The  Trumn  Dock-Boy. 
924  Big  Boots  Bob,  the  Flre-Laddle. 
980  Rustler  Ralph,  the  Boy  Spotter. 
985  The  F.x-New-I.ov  Detective's  Chum. 
941  The  Bowling  Green  l>c  i  c  c  t  h  e's  Drop. 
944  Cowboy  I  hnrlle's  Double. 

947  The  Bov,  c  ry  \\  rc-tler:  or.  The  Butcher-Boy's  Backer. 

958  Paddy's  Trump  Card;  or.  Silver  Sallie,  the  Girl  Sport. 

960  The  Broadway  Sport:  or,  Fiver  Fred's  Clear  Can. 

967  fttOOO   Reward  ;  or.  The  Rival  Reporters'  Sleek  Scoop. 

978  Bantam  Billy,  the  Corker-Ferret. 

978  Pluck v  Pat.  the  Street-Boy  Detective. 

9M9  Bicycle  Bob'-  Hot  Scorch. 

997  Seorcl»<-r  Sum,  the  Detective  on  Wheel.. 

lOOl  Scorcher  Mini's  *weop-«takes. 

1009  lee  Girl  Cj  ell  -  'a  Winning  Hand. 

BY  ARIZONA  CT. 


975  Buffalo  Bill's  Rifle  Shots. 
968  Buffalo  Bill's  Rush  Ride;  or,  Sure-Shot,  the  High-Flyer. 
964  Buffalo  Bill's  Decoy  ;  or,  The  Arizona  Crack  Shok 

Wild  Kid's  Texan  Tally 

or,  Joe  Jarvia'  Hold-up. 
929  Buffalo  Bill's  Crack-shot  Pard. 
650  Buffalo  Bill's  Bov  Pard;  or.  Butterfly  Billy. 

I  the  Reins. 
Grit,  the  Biaro  Sport. 

BY  BUFFALO  BILL. 
55  Deadly-Eye.  the  Unknown  Scout,  or,  The  Banded  Blotherhood 
88  Border  Robin  Hoo.lt  or,  The  Prairie  Rover. 
158  Fancy  Frank  of  Colorado!  or,  The  Trapper'.  Trn.t 
1029  The  Phantem  Spy. 
1088  Kansas  King;  or,  The  Red  Right  Hand. 

BY  CAPT.  ALFRED  B.  TAYLOR,  U.  8.  A. 


BY  COL,.  PRENTISS  INGRAHAM. 
1087  The  Arllst  Detective. 
1084  The  Cold  Witch's  i*hadower. 
1081  The  Tt.v.n  Hustlers  In  t  uba. 

1027  The  Cowboy  Raiders  In  Cubo 

1025  The  Flying  %  imkeo  or,  The  Ocean  Outcaet. 

1028  The  Cow  boy  Clan  in  Ca  a. 
1016   The  Bov  Bogle    In  Cuba. 

982  New  York  Nut's  Drop;  or,  Ex-Ferret  Sykee' Bold  Ga 
926  Ncyv  York  Nat  and  the  Traitor  Ferret. 
920  New  York  Nat  't  rapped. 
,  914  New  York  Nat's  '1  hree  of  a  Kind. 
908  New  York  Nat  s  Double. 
902  Ncyv  York  Nat's  In  Colorado. 
896  New  York  Nat  In  Gold  Nugget  Camp. 
889  New  York  Nut's  Deadly  Deal. 
888  New  York  Nat's  Crook-Chose. 
877  New  York  Nat's  Trump  Card. 
871  New  York  Nat  and  the  Grave  Ghouls. 
865  New  York  Nat's  Masked  Mascot. 
859  New  York  Not.  the  Gamin  Detective. 
858  Dlek  Doom's  Kidnapper  Kuock-Out. 
847  Dick  Doom's  Ten  Strike. 
842  Dick  Doom's  Flush  Hand. 


772  Dick  Doom's  Death-Grip;  or,  The  Detective  bv  Destiny- 
777  Dick  Doom's  Destiny;  or,  The  River  Blackleg'. Terror.  1 
784  Dick  Doom;   "r.  1  h«  Shan..  -  •-<  sharks  of  New  York. 


,  Five  Liaks  is  a  Clue. 


788  Dick  Iroom 
793  Dick  Doom  In  t'hieugo. 
798  Dlek  Doom  In  the  W  ild  West. 
808  Dick  Doom's  Clean  Sweep;  or,  1 
SON  Dick  Doom's  Death  Clue. 

818  Dlek  Doom's  Diamond  Deal. 

819  Dic  k  Doom's  Girl  Mascot. 
82!)  Dlek  Doom's   Shallow  Hunt. 

885  INek  Doom's  Big  Haul.  .        _  . 

749  Dn-hlng  <  hiirlle:  or .The  KentnckyTenderfeot'.FlrstTrai.. 
756  Dashing  Charlie's  Destiny;  or.  The  Renegade  .  CaptiveJ 
7i;<>  On-hliiir  Charlie's  Pawnee  Pard. 
766  Dashing  Charlie,  the  Rescuer. 
497  Buck  Taylor,  King  of  the  Cowboys. 

787  Buck  Taylor,  the  l  Mrjancie'.  Captive. 

748  Buck  Taylor's  Boy  s:   i ,  The  F.ed  Rl.lersol  tie  Rio  Grande, 
And  Fifty  Others. 
BY  LIEUT.  A.  K.  SIMS. 
689  Tom-Cat  and  Pard!  or.  The  Dead  Set  at  Silver  City. 
622  Tom-Cut's  Triad;  c 
681  Tom  Cat's  Terrlbl 

688  Tom-Cat's  Triumph:  or,  meet  uan  s  meat  vouioine. 
546  Captain  Cactus,  the  Chaparral  Cock;  or,  Joan'.  Ten  Strike. 
568  The  Dandy  of  Dodge:  or.  . -.outline  lor  Million.. 

576  The  Sliver  Sport:  or,  .losh  Peppermint  b  Jubilee. 
588  Saffron  Sol,  the  Man  With  a  Shadow 

601  Happy  Hans,  the  Dutch  Vidncq;  or,  HotTimeaat  Round-Up- 

611  BUdad  Barnacle,  the  Detective  Hercule.. 

646  Cowboy  Gld,  the    Cattle-Range  Detective. 

657  Warbling  William  the  Mountain  Mountebank. 

665  Jolly  Jeremiah,  th.  Plains  Detective. 

676  Signal  Sam,  the  Lookout  Scout  ,.  „ 

689  Billy,  the  Gypsy  Spy;  or,  I  he  Mystery  of  Two  Live.. 
699  Simple  Sim,  the  Broncho  Buster:  or  r»r  Big  Stakes. 
712  The  Mesmcrl-t  Sport:  or,  The  Mystified  Detective. 

788  Toltec  Tom,  the  Mud  Prosvector 
tlr.  Kansas  Jim    the  Cro«-Cnt  Detective. 
761  Marmndiike,  the  Mn.tanger  Detective. 
778  The  Rustler  of  Rolling  Stone. 
785  Lone  Hand  Joe   the  Committee  oi  One. 
801  Kent  Klrby,  the  Hieh-Kirker  from  Klllbnck. 
882  The  Doctor  Dete  ctlve  In  Texas. 

878  Two  Showmen   P elective*  In  Colorado. 
987  The  Texan  rTronrann;  or,  Braio.  Billy'.  Snap.Shot 
961  The  Tramp's  Trump-Trick. 

NEW  ISSUES. 

1064  Dandy  Dick  Decoyed.    By  Robert  R.  Irrssn. 

1065  Sure  Shot  Seth.  the  Boy  I'.nl  ».   By  Oil  <««. 

1066  Co    bov  Chris,  the  De.  rt  Centaur.    ByW.W.Vy,  l-r. 

1067  A" on  Bet  Hob's  Jangle.    By  Arizona.  Gy. 

1068  The  Cruise  of  the  Sea  Wo  f   By  Col.  Irgraham. 

1069  On  Land  and  Sen.    By  Bra.eb  .dg 

1070  Nat  Todd;  or.  The  Fate  of  tne  Slor- 

1071  Dandy  Dick's  Decoy 


Cepthe.    By  Kill., 
bt.  R-Inrnnn. 
ies.    By  Oil  Coornel. 


107*  Keen  Knife,  Prin 

JUST  ISSUED. 

Bv  Col  P.  Ingraham 
Bv'Wm.  W.  Wilder. 
Ed.  L,  Wheeler. 
Flanagan 
Vxa»  Jack. 
.  Prentiss  Inerabaxn. 

1061  Silver  Star,  the  Bov  Knight.    By  Oil  Coomcs 

1062  Th  -  Left-ll'and  Athlete.   By  Brscebrld|eH«ny»r. 

1063  Wild  Bill's  Weird  Foe.   By  Wro.  G  Patten. 
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1055  Bed  lioven's  Bedskln  l?i 

1056  Cowboy  Chris  in  Clnnal>« 

1057  Gold  Blfle,  the  Sharpshooter. 

1058  Roderick,  the  Kover.  By 

1059  Tied  Wylde,  the  Boy  Scout. 

1060  Mario,  the  Renegade. 
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BY  JOSEPH  E.  BADGER.  JR. 

9  r  Old  Sobersides,  the  Detective  of  St.  Louis. 

*  \  lute- Horse  Wheeler,  the  Revenue  Detective. 
Slf  rue  Double  Edge  !  Detective. 

90i  Maverick  Mark,  the  Man  from  Nowhere. 

89'  silkv  Steele,  the  Stay-in  Sport. 

88    The' Spotter-Sport's  Neck-Tie  Party. 

8?  High- Water  Mark;  or.  Silver-Tip  Sid. 

86    Riata  Bob,  the  Range  Champion. 

K    The  C  wboy  Chief's  Sure-Shot. 

8     The  Rival  Red-Hat  Sports. 

fc.    Jurly  Kid,  the  Cheyenne  Sport. 

82l  The  Soft  Hand  Detective. 

815  The  Soft  H  ind's  Clutch. 

809  Dan  Dunn,  the  Soft-Hand  Sport. 

"96  The  Frisco  Detective's  Thug-Tangle. 
.  89  Sam  Cary.  the  River  Sport. 

80  The  Dead  Sport's  Double. 

•  71  Prince  John,  Detective  Special. 
763  Dandy  Don,  the  Denver  Detective. 

"54  The  Man  from  Texas;    or,  Dangerfleld.  the 

Doctor  Detective. 
.'44  Sweepstakes  Sam,  the  Silver  Sport. 
720  The  Secret  Six;  or,  Oid  Halcyon. 
712  The  Man  of  Silk. 

705  Bantam  Bob,  the  Beauty  from  Butte. 
393  Kent  Kassou,  the  Preacher  Sport. 
683  Bob  Breeze,  the  Rounder  Detective 

675  Steel  Surry,  the  Sport  from  SunrisT 
«68  Solemn  Saul's  Luck  Stnak 

661  The  Get-There  Sharp. 

651  Silvertip  St^ve,  the  Sky  Scraper  from  SisKiyou. 

64-r-  Gopher  Gabe,  the  Unseen  Detective. 

636  Dandy  Darling,  Detective. 

621  Mossback  Mose,  the  Mountaineer. 

617  The  Grip  Sack  Sharp's  Even  up. 

397  Big  Bandy,  the  Brigadier  of  Brimstone  Butte. 

588  Sandy  .sands,  the  Sharp  from  Snap  City. 

676  Silver-ToDgued  Sid;  or.  Grip  Sack  Sharp's  Sweep. 
664  The  Grip-Sack  Sharp;  or.  The  Seraphs  of  Sodom. 
555  Grip-Sack  Sid,  the  Sample  Sport. 

547  The  Buried  Detective;  or,  Saul's  Six  Sensations. 

541  Major  Magnet,  the  Man  of  Nerve. 

535  Dandy  Dutch,  the  Decorator  from  Dead-Lift 

527  Dandy  Andy,  the  Diamond  Detective. 

514  Gabe  Gunn,  the  Grizzly  from  Ginseng. 

604  Solemn  Saul,  the  Sad  Man  from  San  Saba. 

495  Rattlepate  Rob;  or.  The  Roundhead's  Reprisal 

488  The  Thoroughbred  Sport. 

474  Daddy  Dead-Eye,  the  Despot  of  Dew  Drop. 

466  Oid  Rough  and.  Ready,  the  Sage  of  Sundown 

458  Dutch  Dan.  the  Pilgrim  from  Spitzenberg. 

443  A  Cool  nana;  or,  Pistol  Johnny's  Picnic. 

138  Oklahoma  Nick. 

133  Laughing  Leo;  or,  Sam's  Dandy  Pard. 
26  The  Ghost  Detective;  or.  The  Secret  Service  Spy. 
16  Monte  Jim.  ihe  BlacK  Sdeep  of  Bismarck. 
'09  ttob  Roy  Ra.no1  '  uns  of  Pan  Handle. 

103  The  *-  -.eies.,  oport 
•395  Def.dly  Aim.  the  Duke  of  Derringers. 
387  D  irk  Durg.  the  Ishmael  of  the  Hills. 
372  Captain  Crisp,  the  Man  with  a  Record. 
367  A  Royal  Flush:  or,  Dan  Brown's  Big  Game. 
360  Jumning  Jerry,  the  Gamecock  from  Sundown. 
355  Stormy  Steve,  the  Mad  Athlete. 
351  Nor'  West  Nick.  th<-  Border  Detective. 
345  Maskea  Mark,  the  Mounted  Detective. 
339  Spread  Eagle  Sam,  the  Hercules  Hide  Hunter. 
331  Chispa  Charley,  the  Gold  Nugget  Sport. 
317  Frank  Lightfoot,  the  Miner  Detective. 
292  Moke  Horner,  the  Boss  Roustabout. 
286  Pistol  Johnny;  or.  One  Man  in  a  Thousand. 
•283  Sleek  Sam,  the  Devil  of  the  Mines. 
257  Death  Trap  Diggings:  or,  A  Man  'Way  Back 
249  Elephant  Tom.  of  Durango. 
241  Spitfire  Saul.  King  of  the  Rustlers. 
233  The  Old  Hov  of  Tombstone. 
201  Pirate  of  the  Placers;  or,  Joaquin's  Death  Hunt 
180  Old  '49;  or.  The  Amazon  of  Arizona. 
170  Sweet  William,  the  Trapper  Detective. 
165  Joaquin,  the  Terrible 
154  Joaquin,  the  Saddle  King. 
141  Equinox  Tom,  the  Bul'y  of  Red  Rock. 
119  Alabama  Joe;  or.  The  Yazoo  Man-Hunters. 
105  Dan  Brown  of  Denver;  or.  The  Detective. 

88  Big  George;  or.  The  Five  Outlaw  Brothers. 

71  Captain  Cool  Blade;  or.  Mississippi  Man  Shark. 

67  The  iioy  Jockey;  or,  Honesty  ys  Crookedness. 

50  Jack  Rabbit,  tiie  Prairie  Sport. 

BY  WM.  G.  PATTEN. 

410  Fire-Eye,  the  Thug's  Terror. 

795  Old  Night-Haw  k,  the  Crook  Shadower. 

768  The  Prin  e  of  New  York  Crooks.  " 

756  Old  Burke,  the  Madison  Square  Detective. 

747  Double-voice  Dan  s  Double  Disguise. 

715  Double-Voice  Dan  on  Deck. 

702  Double-Voicd  Dan,  the  Always-on-Deck  Detective 

396  Double- Voice  Dan,  the  Go-it  Alone  Detective. 

689  The  Sparkler  Sharp. 

676  Hurricane  Hal,  the  Cowboy  Hotspur. 

669  Old  True  Blue,  the  Trusty. 

663  The  Giant  Sport :  or,  Sold  to  Satan. 

656  Old  Plug  Ugly,  the  Rough  and  Ready. 

648  Gold  Glove  Gid,  the  Man  of  Grit. 

641  Aztec  Jack,  the  Desert  Nomad. 

631  Colonel  Cool,  the  Santa  Fe  Sharp. 
;602  Captain  Nameless  the  Mountain  Mystery. 
/u71  Old  Dismal,  the  Range  Detective. 

645  Hustler  Harry,  the  Cowboy  Sport. 

BY  GEORGE  C.  JENKS. 

310  The  Arizona  Detective. 

894  Silver  Sam.  the  Shasta  Sport. 

880  The  Silver  Sport's  Double. 

868  The  Race-Course  Detective. 

856  The  Hayseed  Defective. 

772  Captain  Corden,  the  Twister  Detective. 

755  'Vild  P-te  the  Broncho-Buster  Detective. 

726  Fearless  Sam.  the  Grand  Combination  Detective. 

719  Boston  Bob,  the  Sport  Detective. 

572  Jauntv  Joe,  the  Jockey  Detective. 

554  Mad  Sharp,  the  Rustler 

538  Rube  Rocket,  the  Tent  Detectiva. 

526  Death-Grip,  the  Tenderfoot  Detectiv* 

507  The  Drummer  Detective. 

432  The  Giant  Horseman 

898  Sleepless  Eye,  the  Pacific  Detective. 


BY    WILLIAM  R.  EYSTER. 

916  Two  Dead-Square  Sports. 

902  Soft  Velvet,  the  Man  from  Sandrock. 

891  Genteel  Jim,  Sport-at  Large. 

881  The  Clubman-Crook's  Cat's-paw. 

867  The  Frisco  Sport. 

852  The  Stranger  Sport's  Shake-up. 

828  Kirk  King,  Lhe  Man  from  Kirby. 

818  Gentleman  Dave,  the  Dead  Game  Sport 

783  The  King-Pin  Tramp. 

767  The  Sport  of  Silver  Bend. 

718  Uncle  Bedrock's  Big  Bounce. 

707  The  Rival  Rovers. 

687  Double  Cinch  Dan,  the  Sport  With  a  Charm. 

677  Mr.  Jackson,  the  Gent  from  Jaybird. 

659  Gilt-Edge  Johnny;  or,  Roldan  and  His  Rovers. 

650  Luckv  Lester's  Lone  Hand. 

634  Old  Handcart's  Big  Dump. 

622  The  All  Around  Sports. 

603  Desert  Alf,  the  Man  With  the  Cougar. 

590  Gentle  Jack,  the  High  Roller  from  Humbug. 

578  Seven  Shot  Steve,  the  Sport  with  a  Smile. 

568  The  Dude  Detective. 

558  Hurrah  Harry,  the  High  Horse  from  Halcyon. 
549  Belshazzar  Brick,  the  Bailiff  of  Blue  Blazes. 
533  Oregon,  the  Sport  With  a  Scar. 
503  The  Dude  from  Denver. 

478  Pinnacle  Pete;  or.  The  Fool  from  Way  Back. 

459  Major  Sunshine,  the  Man  of  Three  Lives. 

429  Hair  Trigger  Tom  of  Red  Bend. 

402  Snapshot  Sam;  or.  The  Angels'  Flat  Racket. 

396  The  Piper  Detective;  or,  The  Gilt  Edge  Gang. 

375  Royal  George,  the  Three  in  One. 

356  Thr  e  Handsome  Sports;  or,  The  Combination. 

333  Derringer  Dick,  the  Man  with  the  Drop. 

268  Magic  Mikt>,  'he  Man  of  Frills. 

229  Captain  Cufstteve;  or,  The  Little  Sport. 

214  The  Two  Cool  Sports:  or,  Gertie  of  the  Gulch. 

182  Hands  Up;  or,  The  Knights  of  the  Canyon. 

160  Soft  Hand,  Sharp;  or,  The  Man  with  the  Sand. 

145  Pistol  Pards;  or,  The  Silent  Sport  from  Cinnabar 

BY  NED  BLNTLINE. 

657  Long  Tom,  the  Privateer. 
633  The  Sea  Spy. 

621  The  Red  Privateer;  or,  The  Midshipman  Rover. 

584  Fire  Feather,  the  Buccaneer  King. 

517  Buffalo  Bill's  First  Trail. 

361  Tombstone  Dick,  the  Train  Pilot. 

122  Saul  Sabberday.  the  Idiot  Spy. 

Ill  The  Smuggler  Captain ;  or.  The  Skipper's  Crime. 

18  The  Sea  Bandit;  or,  The  Queen  of  the  Isle. 

16  The  White  Wizard;  or,  The  Semi-"°«  Prophet. 

BY  JACKSON  KNOX—" 

838  Old  Grips  Still  Hunt 

XT-  L'  -r-;.iivu  svaklen's  Web. 

778  T>>e  Butler  Detective:  or.  Old  Grip's  Grip 

770  The  Showman  Dete  tive. 

762  Old  Grip,  the  Detective. 

740  Capt3in  Clew,  the  Fighting  Detective. 

732  The  Hurricane  Detective. 

643  Castlemaine,  the  Silent  Sifter. 

616  Magnus,  the  Weird  Detective. 

606  The  Drop  Detective. 

595  Wellborn,  the  Upper  Crust  Detective. 

582  Joram.  the  Detective  Expert. 

574  Old  Falcon's  Double. 

561  The  Thug  King;  or.  The  Falcon  Detective's  Foe. 

548  Falcon  bridge,  the  Sphinx  Detective. 

536  Old  Falcon's  Foe:  or.  The  Detective's  Swell  Job. 

515  Short-Stop  Maje,  the  Diamond  Field  Detective. 

509  Old   Falcon,  the  Thunderbolt  Detective. 

501  Springsteel  Steve,  the  Retired  Detective, 

494  The  Detective's  Spy. 

485  Rowlock,  the  Harbor  Detective. 

477  Dead-arm  Brandt. 

467  Mainwaring.  the  Salamander. 

462  The  Ciscus  Detective. 

451  Griplock,  the  Rocket  Detective. 

444  The  Magic  Detective;  or,  The  Hidden  Hand. 

424  Hawk  Heron's  Deputy. 

386  Hawk  Heron,  the  Falcon  Detective. 


BY  J.  C.  COWDRICK. 

752  The  Suspect  Sport  of  Daisy  Drift. 

626  Ducats  Dion,  the  Nabob  Sport  Detective. 

612  Sheriff  Stillwood,  the  Regulator  of  Raspberry. 

598  The  Dominie  Detective. 

591  Duke  Daniels,  the  Society  Detective. 

580  Shadowing  a  Shadow. 

565  Prince  Paul,  the  Postman  Detective. 

557  The  Mountain  Gray  beards;  or,  Riddles'  Riddle. 

519  Old  Riddles,  the  Rockv  Ranger 

499  Twilight  Charlie,  the  Road  Sport. 

473  Gilbert  of  Gotham,  the  Steel-arm  Detective. 

452  Rainbow  Rob,  the  Tulip  from  Texas. 

436  Kentucky  Jean,  the  Sport  from  Yellow  Pine. 

422  Blue  Grass  Burt,  the  Gold  Star  Detective. 

390  The  Giant  Cupid;  or  Cibuta  John's  Jubilee. 

BY  EDWARD  WILLETT. 

483  Flush  Fred,  the  River  Sharp. 

368  The  Canyon  King;  or.  a  Price  on  his  Head. 

348  Dan  Dillon.  King  of  Crosscut. 

337  Od  Gabe.  the  Mountain  Tramp. 

327  Terrapin  Dick,  the  Wild  wood  Detective. 

315  Flush  Fred's  Double;  or.  The  Squatters'  League 

308  Hemlock  HanK,  Tough  and  True. 

298  L  g-jer  Lem:  or.  Lif-  in  the  Pine  Woods. 

289  Flush  Fred's  Full  Hand. 

274  Flush  Fred,  the  Mississippi  Sport. 

248  Montana  Nat,  the  Lion  of  Last  Chance  Camp. 

222  Bill  the  Blizzard;  or.  Red  Jack's  Crime. 

209  Buck  Farley,  the  Bonanza  Prince. 

129  Mississippi  Mose:  or,  a  Strong  Man's  Sacrifice. 

BY  CAPTAIN  WAYNE  REID. 

267  The  White  Squaw. 
234  The  Hunter's  Feast. 

21    The  Wild   Huntress;  or.  The  Squatter. 
200  The  Rifle  Rangers;  or.  Adventures  in  Mexico. 

74  The  Captain  of  the  Rifles:  or.  The  Lake  Queen. 

66  The  Specter  Barque.   A  Tale  of  tr>«-  Pnciflc. 

65  The  Scalp  Hunters.  A  Romance  of  the  Plains. 


BY  COL.  PRENTISS  INGRAM  AM. 

911  The  Blue  Blockader;  or.  The  Coast  Gray  hound. 
906  The  Cuban  Cruiser. 
854  Tne  Ocean  Gipsy. 

834  The  Wild  Steer  Riders;  or,  Texas  Jack's  Terrors. 

819  The  Rival  Monte  Cristos. 

805  The  Last  of  che  Pirates;  or,  Doom  Driven. 

801  The  Water  Wolves' Detective;  or,  Trapping  the 
Grave  Ghouls. 

791  The  Coast-Raider's  Death-Chase. 
748  Arizona  Charlie,  the  Crack-shot  Detective. 
704  Invisible  Ivan,  the  Wizard  Detective. 
685  The  Red -skin  Sea  Rover. 

679  Revello,  the  Pirate  Cruiser;  or.  The  Rival  Rovers 

672  The  Red  Rapier;  or,  The  Sta  Rover's  Bride. 

662  The  Jew  Detective:  or,  The  Beautiful  Convict. 

640  The  Rover's  Ret  ibution. 

635  The  Ex- Buccaneer:  or.  The  Stigma  of  Sin. 

625  Red  Wings;  or,  The  Gold  Seekers  of  the  Bahamas. 

615  The  Three  uccaneers. 

610  The  Red  Flag  Rover ;  or,  White  Wings  of  the  Deep. 
605  The  Shadow  Silver  Ship. 
600  The  Silver  Ship;  or,  The  Sea  Scouts  of  '76. 
593  The  Sea  Rebel :  or.  Red  Rovers  of  the  Revolution. 
587  Conrad,  the  Sailor  Spy;  or.  True  Hearts  of  '76. 
581  The  Outlawed  Skipper;  or,  The  Gantlet  Runner. 
560  The  Man  from  Mexico. 

553  Ma.k  Monte,  the  Mutineer;  or,  The  Branded  Brig. 

546  T.v-»  Doomed  Whaler:  or,  The  Life  Wreck. 

530  The  Savages  of  the  Sea. 

524  The  Sea  Chaser;  or,  The  Pirate  Noble. 

510  El  Moro,  th  >  Corsair  Commodore. 

493  The  Scouts  of  the  Sea. 

457  The  Sea  Insurgent:  or.  The  Conspirator  Son. 
446  Ocean  Ogre,  the  Outcast  Corsair. 
435  The  One- Armed  Buccaneer. 

430  The  Fatal  Frigate;  or,  Rivals  in  Love  and  Waft 
399  The  New  Monte  Cristo. 

393  The  Convict  Captian. 

377  Afloat  and  Ashore:  or.  The  Corsair  Conspirator. 
369  The  Coast  Corsair:  or.  The  Siren  of  the  Sea. 
364  The  Sea  Fugitive:  or.  The  Queen  of  tne  Coast. 
341  The  Sea  Desperado, 

336  Tne  Magic  Snip:  or,  Sandy  Hook  Freebooters. 
325  The  Gentleman  Pirate ;  or,  Tne  Casco  Hermits. 
318  The  Indian  Buccaneer ;  or.  The  Red  Rovers. 
307  The  Phantom  Pirate;  or.  The  Water  Wolves. 
255  The  Pirate  Priest;  or.  The  Gambler's  Daughter. 
246  Queen  Helen,  the  Amazon  of  the  Overland. 

235  Red  Lightning  the  Man  of  Chance. 
224  Black  Beard,  the  Buccaneer. 

220  The  Specter  Sacht;  or,  a  Brother's  Crime. 
210  Buccaneer  Bess  the  Lioness  of  the  Sea. 
•  •  t.  ,  aarnbler  Pirate;  or,  Lady  of  the  Lagoon. 

S^hoor  «?•_  or. -The  5'nmmer. 

jr.  ihe  sea.  Nemesis. 
104  Montezuma,  the  Merciless. 

103  Merle,  the  Mutineer;  or.  The  Red  Anchor  Brand. 
BY  PHILIP  S.  WARNE. 

802  Dan  Dirk,  King  of  No  Man's  Land. 
583  Captain  Adair,  the  Cattle  King. 

567  Captain  Midnight,  the  Man  of  Craft. 
544  The  Back  to  Back  Pards. 
522  The  Cham  pion  Three. 

502  Bareback  Buck,  the  Centaur  of  the  Plains. 
472  Six  Foot  Si ;  or,  The  Man  to  "  Tie  To." 

431  California  Kit,  the  Always  on  Hand. 
404  Silver  Sid;  or,  A  "  Daisy  "  Bluff. 

380  Tiger  Dick's  Pledge-  or,  Tne  Golden  Serpent. 

359  Yellow  Jack,  the  Mestizo. 

338  Jack  Sands,  t  he  Boss  of  the  Town. 

299  Three  of  a  Kind ;  or,  Dick,  Despard  and  the  Sport. 

251  Tiger  Dick  vs.  Iron  Despard. 

207  Old  Hard  Head :  or.  Whirlwind  and  his  Mare. 

171  Tiger  Dick,  the  Man  of  the  Iron  Heart. 

114  The  Gentleman  from  Pike. 

80  A  Man  of  Nerve;  or.  Caliban  the  Dwarf. 

54  Always  on  tiand;  or.  The  Foot-Hids  Sport. 

29  Tiger  Dick.  i<aro  KiDg;  or,  The  Cashier's  Crime. 
4  The  Kidnapper;  or,  The  Northwest  Shanghai. 

BY  CAPTAIN  MARK  WILTON. 

323  Hotspur  Husjh;  or.  The  Banded  Brothers. 

311  Heavy  Hand ;  or,  The  Marked  Men. 

305  Silver-Plated  Sol,  the  Montana  Rover. 

291  Horseshoe  Hank,  the  Man  of  Big  Luck. 

285  Lightning  Bolt,  the  Canyon  Terror. 

276  Texa-  Chick,  the  Southwest  Detective. 

271  Stonefist,  of  Big  Nugget  Bend. 

266  Leopard  Luke  the  King  of  Horse-Thieve*- 

263  Iron-Armed  Abe,  the  Hunchback  Destroyer 

258  Bullet  Head,  the  Colorado  Bravo. 

237  Long-Haired  Max;  or,  The  Black  League. 

227  Buckshot  Ben,  the  Man-Hunter  of  Idaho. 

223  Canyon  Dave,  the  Man  of  the  Mountain. 

219  The'Scorpion  Brothers;  or,  Mad  Tom's  Mission 

202  Cactus  Jack,  the  Giant  Guide. 

194  Don  Sombrero  the  California  Road  Gent. 

176  Ladv  Jaguar,  the  Robber  Queen. 

BY  OLL  COOMES. 

619  Kit  Bandy  &  Co  ,  the  Border  Detectives. 
148  Oue-Armed  Alf.  the  Giant  Hunter. 

99  The  Giant  Rifleman;  or.  Wild  Camp  Life. 

43  Dakota  Dan.  the  Reckless  Ranger. 

BY  COL.  THOMAS  H.  MONSTER  Y« 

236  Champion  Sam;  or.  The  Monarchsof  the  9bc-w 
150  El  Rubio  Bravo,  King  of  the  Swordsmen. 

BY  DR.  NOEL  DUNBAR. 

919  The  Sea  Scout;  or,  The  Patriot  Privateer. 

886  The  King  of  Crooks. 

858  Number  One.  the  Dead-set  Detective. 

850  The  Planter  Detective. 

730  Duke  Despard.  the  Gambler  Duelist. 

604  The  Detective  in  Rags;  or,  The  Grim  Shadows* 

500  The  True-Heart  Pards. 

*  new  isfe  every  Wednesday 
Beadle's  Dime  Library  is  for  sale  by  «l 
Newsdealers,  ten  cents  per  copy,  or  sent  by  mafl  am 
receipt  of  twelve  cents  each. 
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BUFFALO  BILL  NOVELS. 
By  Colonel  Prentiss  Ingraham. 

994  Buffalo  Bill's  Lone  Hand. 

989  Buffalo  Bill's  Marked  Bullet. 

984  Buffalo  Bill's  Life  Raffle. 

979  Buffalo  Bill's  Relentless  Trad. 

964  Buffa'o  Bill's  Invincibles. 

960  Buffalo  Bill's  Blue  Belt  Brigade. 

956  B  ffjlo  Bill's  Volunteer  Vigilantes. 

950  B  iffalo  Bill  at  Bav. 

943  Buffalo  Bill's  Block  Game. 

936  Buffal  j  Bill  s  Black  Pard. 

937  Buffalo  Bill's  Bluff;  or,  Dir  kv  Dick  the  Snort. 
921  Buffalo  Bill's  Quandary:  or.  Velvet  Bill's  Vow. 
915  Buffalo  Bill  and  the  Surgeon-Scout. 

909  Buffalo  Bill's  League;  or.  Bed  Butterfly. 
904  Buffalo  Bill's  Tangled  Trail. 
900  Buffalo  Bill's  Rough  Riders. 
895  Buffalo  Bill's  Secret  Ally. 
890  Buffalo  Bill's  Life-Stake. 

882  The  Three  Bills:  Buffalo  Bill  Wild  Bill  and  Band- 
box Bill ;  or.  The  Bravo  iu  Broadcloth. 

874  Buffalo    ill's  Buckskin  Braves. 

869  Buffalo  Bill's  Road-Agent  Round-up. 

863  Buffalo  Bill's  Dea  h  Charm. 

857  Buffalo  Bill's  Royal  Flush. 

851  Buffalo  Bill's  Double  Dilemma. 

845  Buffalo  BUI's  Redskin  Ruse. 

830  Buffalo  Bill's  Bovsin  Blue. 

826  Buffalo  BiH's  Sharpshooters. 

822  Buffalo  Bill's  Best  Bower. 

816  Buffalo  Bi  l's  Red  Trail. 

812  Buffalo  Bill's  Death-Knell. 
794  Buffalo  Bill's  Winning  Hand 
787  Buffalo  Bill's  Dead  Shot. 
781  Buffalo  Bill's  Brand. 

777  Buffalo  Bill's  Spy  Shadower, 

769  Buffalo  Bill's  Sweepstake.  ] 

765  B  ffalo  Bill's  Dozen:  or,  Silk  Ribbon  Sam. 

761  Buffalo  Bill's  Mascot. 

757  Buffalo  Bill's  Double. 

750  Buffalo  Bill's  Big  Four;  or,  Caster's  Shadow. 

743  Buffalo  Bill's  Flush  Hand.  V 

739  Buffalo  Bill's  Blind:  or,  The  Masked  Driver. 

735  Buffalo  Bill  anil  His  Merry  Met. 

731  Buffalo  Bill's  Beagles:  or,  Silk  Lasso  Sam. 

727  Buffalo  Bill's  Boriv  Guard.  1 

722  Buffalo  Bill  on  the  War-path.  \ 

716  Buffalo  Bill's  Scout  Shadowers. 

710  Buffalo  Bill  Baffled:  or.  The  Deserter  Desperado. 

697  Buffalo  Bill's  Buckskin  Brotherhood. 

691    uffalo  Bill's  Blind  Trail;  or.  Mustang  Madge. 

667  Buffalo  Bill's  Swoop; or.  Tbe  Kin;j  of  the  Mines. 

658  The  Cow^v  Clan;  or.  The  Tigres-s  of  Te-r™ 

653  Lasso  King's  Leatr"  •  or.  Bu<-' 

649  Buffalo  em's  Owe,  . 

644  Buffalo  Bill's  Bonanza;  or  Si  ver  Circle  juugn's. 
862  Buffalo  Bill's  Grip:  or  Oatn  Bound  to  Custer. 
329  Buffalo  Bill's  Pledge:  or.  The  League  of  Three. 
189     SM  Bill's  Gold  Trail;  or.  The  Desperate  Dozen. 
175  Wild  Bill's  Trump  Card;  or,  The  Indian  Heiress. 
168  Wild  Bill,  the  Pistol  Dead  Shot. 

By  Bull'iilo  Bill. 

973  The  Dread  Shot  Four 

969  Texas  Jack,  the  Lasso  King 

839  The  Ranci  King  Dead-Sbor. 

820  White  Beaver 's  Still  Hunt. 

807  ilj  Bill,  the  Wild  West  Duelist. 
800  Wild  Bill,  the  D.  ad  Center  Shot. 
639  Buffalo  Bill  s  Gold  King. 

599  The  Dead  Shot  Nine:  or,  My  Pards  of  the  Plains. 

414  Red  Renard,  the  Indian  Detective. 

401  One- Armed  Para;  or.  Borderland  Retribution. 

397  The  Wizard  Brothers:  or.  W  hite  Beaver  s  Trail. 

394  White  Beaver,  the  Exile  of  the  Platte. 

319  Wild  Bill,  rhe  Whirlwind  of  the  West. 

304  Texas  Jack,  the  Prairie  Rattler. 

243  The  Pilgrim  Sharp:  or.  The  Soldier's  Sweetheart. 

83  Gold  Bullet  Soorr;  or.  Knights  of  the  Overland. 

52  Death-Traiier.  the  Chief  of  Scouts. 

By  Leon  Lewis,  Ned  Bnntline,  etc. 

773  Buffalo  B  ll's  Ban ;  or.  Cody  to  the  Rescue. 
6*2  Buffalo  BiU's  Seer  t  Service  Trail. 
629  Buffalo  Bill's  Daring  Role;  or,  Daredeath  Dick. 
517  Buffalo  Bi  l's  First  Trail;  or.  The  Express  Rider. 
158  Buffalo  Bill,  Chief  c  f  Scouts. 
117  Buffalo  Bill  s  Strange  Pard;  or,  Dashing  uandy. 
92  Buffalo  Bill,  the  Buckskin  King. 

BY  II  V KOI. I>  PAYNE. 

883  The  Man  from  Mexico  in  New  York. 

872  The  King-Pin  Shark ;  or,  Thad  Burr's  Ten  Strike. 

861  The  Tenderloin  Bis  Four 

853  The  Quaker  City  Crook. 

844  Tracked  to  Chicago. 

836  The  Policy  Broker's  Blind. 

829  Th  >  Frisco  Sharper's  Cool  Hand. 

821  1  he  Tramp  Shadowt-r's  Backer. 

813  The  sham  Spotter's  Shrewd  Scheme. 
806  The  Grand  Street  Gold-Dust  Sharpers. 
TOW  Detective  Burr's  Luua  ic  Witness 

792  The  Wall  Street  Sharcer's  Snap. 

784  Thad  Burr's  Death  Drop. 

742  Detective  Burr  AmoDgthe  New  York  Thugs. 

734  Detective  Burr's  Foil;  or,  A  Woman's  Strategy. 

728  Detective  Burr,  the  Headquarters  Special. 

713  Detective  Burr's  Spirit  Chase. 

706  Detective  Burr's  Seven  Clues. 

698  Thad  Burr,  the  Invincible;  or,  The  "L"  Clue. 

690  The  Matchless  Detective. 

680  XX.  the  Fatal  Clew;  or,  Burr's  Master  Case. 


BY  COL.  THOMAS  II.  MONSTEBY. 

995  The  Czar's  Sny. 

986  Iron  Wrist,  the  Swordmaster. 

236  Champion  Sam;  or.  The  Monarchsof  the  Show, 
150  El  Rubio  Bravo,  King  of  the  Swordsmen. 

BY  J    W.  OSBON. 

987  Shadrach,  ths  Sport  Detective. 
923  Gilbert  Goltlspur,  t  he  Dandy  Sport. 
905  S  iasta  Sam,  the  Sparkler. 

877  Cool  Creede,  the  Dead-Shot. 

759  The  Sport  from  St.  Louis. 

518  Royal  Richard,  the  Thoroughbred. 


IY  CAPTAIN  HOWARD  HOL1UES. 

Gentleman  George,  the  Showman  Sport. 

Ge  nteel  Joe's  Lone  Hand. 

Tuc  Train  Detective. 

Kent  Keen,  the  Crook-Crusher. 

Nightshade  in  New  York. 

Falcon  Flynn,  the  Flash  Detective. 

The  Crook  Cashier. 

Clew-Hawk  Kcene's  Right  Bower. 

Hiram  Hawk,  the  Harlem  Detective. 

Major  Bullion  Boss  of  the  Tigers. 

Shadowing  the  London  Detective. 

Plush  Velvet,  the  Prince  of  spott 

The  Bogus  Broker's  Right,  Bower. 

The  Nieht-H-iwk  Detecive. 

Silk  Ribbon's  Cn  sh-out. 

Detective  Zach,  the  Broadway  Spotter. 

The  Dark  Lantern  Det-  ctive. 

The  Never-Fad  D-tective. 

Captain  Hercules,  the  Strong  Arm  Detective. 

Dan  Damon,  the  Gi't  Fdce  Detective. 

Silver  Steve,  the  Branded  Sport. 

Gideon  Grip,  the  Seciet  Shadower. 

Velvet  Van,  ihe  Mystery  Shadower. 

The  Dude  Desperad  > 

Jason  Clew,  the  Silk-t'auded  Ferret. 

Monk  Morel,  the  Man-Hunter. 

Sol  Sphinx,  the  Fen  et  Detective. 

Red  Pard  and  Ye'low 

Silent  Sam,  the  Shadow  Sphinx. 

Captain  Sid,  the  Shasta  Ferret. 

Oid  Cormorant,  the  Bowery  Shadow. 

Captain  Cobra,  the  Hooded  Mystery. 

Danton,  the  Shadow  Sharp. 

Silk  Hand,  t'  e  Mohave  Ferret. 

The  Magnate  Detective. 

Jac ;  Javert.  the  Independent  Detective. 

Reynard  of  Red  Jack:  or,  The  Lost  Detective 

Captain  Velvet's  Big  Stake 

Phil  Fox,  the  Genteel  Spotter. 

Richard  Reciflre.  the  Two  Worlds'  Detective. 

Sunshine  Sam,  a  Chip  of  the  Old  Block. 

Hawkspear.  the  Man  with  a  Secret. 

Coldgrip  in  Deadwood. 

Captain  Coldgrip,  the  Detective 

Captain  Coldgrip's  Long  Trail. 

Volcano,  the  Frisco  Spy. 

The  California  Sharp. 

Lucifer  Lynx,  the  >\  onder  Detective. 

Father  Ferret,  the  Frisco  Shadow. 

Captain  Coldgrip  iu  New  York. 

Captain  Coldgrip's  Nerve;  or.  Injun  Nick. 

Captain  Coldgrip ;  or.  The  New  York  Spotter. 

The  I '  •  Bonanza:  or.  The  Boot  of  Silent  Hound. 

Band :  or.  Dread  Don  of  Cool  Clan, 
the  Sport  of  Two  Cities. 

i.  the  Shasta  Shadow. 
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Cool  Conrad,  the  Dakota  Detective. 
Flash  Dan.  the  Nabob,  or.  Blades  of  Bowie  Bar. 
California  Claude,  the  Lone  Bandit. 
Broadcloth  Burt,  the  Denver  Dandy. 
The  Shadow  Sport  from  Frisco. 

BY  WILLIAM  II.  MANNING, 

948  The  Red-Gloved  D-tective. 

931  Frisco  Frank  at  Glory  Gulch. 

920  The  Montana  Miner  in  New  York. 

908  The  Doomsday -Den  Detective. 

899  The  Doublo-Quick  Detective. 

893  Yellow  Gid.  of  Dark  Divide. 

8S5  The  Expert  Detective's  Shake-up. 

87.")  Tr  ipp  ng  the  Race-Track  Judge. 

864  The  Police  Special's  Dilemma. 

84^  The  Genteel  Sharper's  Combine 

811  Gravdon's  Double  Deal. 

833  The  Sport  Detective's  Grip. 

N23  The  \thl-te  Sport  About  Town. 

808  TheCrook-Detective's  Pull. 

790  Plunger  Pete,  the  Race  Track  Detective. 

782  Roval  Rock,  the  Round-up  Detective. 

774  S'eve  Starr,  the  Dock  Detective. 

764  The  New  York  Sharp's  Shadower. 

738  Detect;ve  CUxton.  the  Record  Breaker. 

714  Gabe  Gall,  the  Gambolier  from  Great  Hump 

703  Spokane  Saul,  the  Samaritan  Suspect 

692  Dead  Shot  Paul,  the  Deep-Range  Explorer. 

655  Strawberry  Sain,  tbe  Man  with  the  Birthmark. 

646  Dark  Joh.i,  the  Giim  Guard. 

638  Murdock,  the  Dread  Detective. 

623  Dangerous  Dave,  the  Never-Beaten  Detective. 

611  Al  :ali  Abe,  the  Game  CI  icken  from  Texas. 

5!Xi  Rustler  Rube:  the  Round-Up  Detective. 

585  Dan  Dixon's  Double. 

57o  Steady  Hand,    the    Napoleon    of  Detectives 

563  Wyoming  Zeke,  t.  e  Hotspur  of  Honeysuckle. 

551  ilarry  Kean  the  Man  with  Backbone. 

539  Old  Double.lark.  the  Wily  Detective. 

531  Saddle-Chief  Kit.  the  Prairie  CVntaur. 

521  Paradise  Sam,  the  Nor'- West  Pilot. 

513T-xas  Te.rtar,  the  Man  With  Nine  Lives. 

506  Uncle  Honest,  the  I  eacemaker  of  Hornets'  Nest. 

498  C-ntral  Pacific  Paul,  the  Mail  Train  Spy. 

492  Border  Bullet,  the  Prairie  Sharpshooter. 

4Hl>  Kansas  Kitten.  th»-  Northwest  Detective. 

47!i  Gladiator  Gabe,  the  Samson  of  Sassajack. 

470  The  Duke  of  Dakota. 

463  Gold  Gauntlet  the  Gulch  Gladiator. 

455  Yank  Yellow  bird,  the  Tall  Hustler  of  the  Hills. 

449  Bluff  Burke.  King  of  the  Rockies. 

442  Wild  West  Walt,  the  Mountain  Veteran. 

437  Deep  Duke:  or,  The  Man  of  Two  Lives. 

427  The  Rivals  of  Montana  Mill 

415  Hot  Heart,  the  Detective  Spy. 

405  Old  Baldy  the  Brigadier  of  Buck  Basin. 

297  Colorado  Rube.  th<-  Strong  Arm  of  Hotspur. 

279  The  Gold  Dragoon,  or,  California  Bloodhound. 

BY  NED  BLNTLINB. 

657  Long  Tom.  the  Privateer. 
633  The  Sea  Spy 

621  The  Red  Privateer;  or,  The  Midshipman  Rover. 

584  Fire  Feather,  the  Buccaneer  King. 

517  Buffalo  Bill's  First  Trail. 

361  Tombstone  Dick,  the  Train  Pilot 

122  Saul  Sabberdav,  the  Idiot  Spy. 

Ill  The  Smugg'er    tptain ;  or.  The  Skipper's  Crime. 

18  Tbe  Sea  Bandit  ;  or,  The  Queen  of  the  Isle. 

16  The  Whit 3  Wizard;  or,  The  Seminole  Prophet. 


ALBEBT  W.  AIKEN'S  NOVELS. 
Dick  Talbot  Series. 

991  Dick  Talbot  at  the  Mines:  or,  Kentuck.  the  Sport. 
988  Rocky  Mountain  Rob 
976  Overland  Kit;  or,  The  Idyl  of  White  Pine. 
741  Dick  .alhot's  Close  Call. 
737  Dic<  Talbot  in  Apache  I  t>nd. 
733  Dick  Talbot,  the  Ranch  King. 
729  Dick  Talbot's  Clean-Out. 
725  Dick  Talbot  in  No  Man's  Camp. 
354  Dick  Talbot;  oi,  The  Brand  <  t  Crimson  Cross 
36  Dick  Talbot;  or.  The  Death-Shot  of  Shasta. 

Aiken's  Fresh  of  Fris«-o  Series. 

825  Fresh,  the  Race-Track  Sport. 
660  The  Fresh  in  Montana:  r.  Babe's  Full  Hand. 
652  T  e  Fresh's  Rustle  at  Paii  led  City. 
647  The  Fresh  at  Santa  Fe;  ■  r,  n  1.   S1  ranger  Sharp. 
556  Fresh,  the  Sport:  or.  The  Bu-  Racket  at  Slide  Out. 
537  Fresh  Against  the  Field:  or.  Blake,  the  Lion. 
497  The  Fresh  in  Texas;  or  Tb  Escobedo  Millions. 
461  The  Fresh  of  Frisco  on  the  Rio  Grande. 
97  The  Fresh  in  Big  Walnut  Camp;  or  Bronze  Jack 

Aiken's  Joe  Plienix  Series. 
965  Joe  Phenix's  Mascot. 
959  Joe  Phenix's  Double  Deal. 
954  Joe  Pheinx  tc  Chicago. 

949  The  Doctor  from  T  xas;  or,  Joe  Phenix's  Clue. 
944  Joe  Phenix's  Right  Bower. 

865  The  Female  Barber  Detectiv  ;  or,  Joe  Phenix  iu; 
Silver  City. 

799  Joe  Phenix's  Great  Blue  Diam.  nd  Case;  or.  The 

New  York  Sport  at  Long  Branch. 
793  Joe  Phenix's  Decoy;  or,  The  Man  of  Three. 
760  Joe  Phenix's  Lone  Hand. 
749  Joe  Ph  nix's  Big  Bulge. 
745  Joe  Phenix's  Mad  Case. 

708  Joe  Phenix's  Siren;  or,  The  Woman  Hawkshaw. 

700  Joe  Phenix's  Unknown;  or.  Crushing  the  Crooks 

681  Joe  Phenix's  Specials:  or,  Tbe  Actress  Detective 

637  Joe  Phenix  in  Crazy  Camp. 

632  Joe  Phenix's  Master  Search. 

628  Joe  Phenix's  Combin      r,the  Dandy  Conspirator 

620  Joe  r-heuix's  Silent  Six. 

601  Joe  Phenix's  Shadow ;  or.the  Detective's  Monitor 
419  Joe  Phenix.,  the  Kinp  of  Detectives. 
161  Joe  Phenix's  Great  Man  Hunt. 
112  Joe  Phenix,  Private  Detective;  or,  The  League. 
79  Joe  Phenix,  the  Police  Spy. 

Aiken's  Miscellaneous  Novels. 

980  The  Ail-Around  Athlete. 

940  Captain  Jack,  the  Scalper 

935  The  nawks  and  \\  olves  of  New  York 

932  Detective  Gordon's  Grip. 

926  Old  Sunflower,  the  Silent  Smiter. 

923  Old  Sunfio-  -  '  Detective. 

901  The  Hotel  Swell -Sharp;  cr,  i  ue  Si  ^ba'fowi?'- 

892  The  Countryman  Detective. 

876  Gold  Button  Sport;  or,  Th.-  Miner  Sharps. 

842  Teton  Tom.  the  Half-Bkod. 

835  The  King-Pin  Detective. 

814  The  New  Yorker  Among  Texas  Sports. 

775  King  Dandv,  the  Silver  Sport. 

753  Gideon's  Grip  at  Babylon  Bar. 

717  Captain  Pat  McGowen,  tl.e  Greencott  Detective. 

674  Uncle  Sun  Up,  the  Born  Detective. 

670  The  Lightw  eight  Detective. 

665  The  Frisco  Detective:  or,  The  Golden  G..tc  Find, 

613  Keen  Billy,  the  Sport. 

607  Old  Benzine,  the  "  Hard  Case  "  Detective. 

594  Fire  Face,  the  Silver  King's  Foe. 

586  The  Silver  Sharp  Detective. 

577  Tom,  of  Calif  trrua;  or,  Detective's  Shadow  Act. 

570  The  Actress  Detective;  or,  The  Invisible  Hand 

552  Lone  Hand,  the  Shadow. 

520  The  Lone  Hand  on  the  Caddo. 

490  The  Lone  Hand  in  Texas. 

475  Chin  Chin,  the  Chinese  Detective. 

465  The  Actor  Detective. 

440  The  Higit  Hor  e  of  the  Pacific. 

423  The  Lone  Hand;  or.  The  Red  River  Recreants. 

408  Doc  Grip,  the  Vendetta  of  Death. 

381  TheGvpsy  Gentleman:  rr.  Nick  Fox.  Detective 

376  Black  Beards:  oi.  The  Rio  Grande  High  Horse- 

370  The  Duskv  Detective:  or.  Pursued  to  tbe  Eeg 

363  Crowningshield,  the  Detective 

320  The  Genteel  Spotter:  or  The  N.  Y.  Night  Hawk. 

252  The  Wall  Street  J  lood;  or.  The  Telegrai  h  Girl. 

203  The  Double  Detective:  cr.TheMit  night  Mystery. 

196  La  Marmoset,  the  Letf  ctive  Queen. 

101  The  Man  from  New  York. 

91  The  Winning  Oar:  or.  The  Innkeeper  s Daughter. 
84  Hunted  Down:  or,  Tbe  League  of  Three 

81  The  Human  Tiger:  or.  A  Heart  of  Fire. 
75  Gentleman  George:  or.  Parlor.  Prison  and  Street. 
72  The  Phantom  Hand :  or.  The  5th  Avenue  Heiress. 
56  The  Indian  Mazeppa:  or,  Madman  of  the  Plains. 
49  The  Wolf  Demon:  or.  The  Kanawha  Queen. 
42  The  California  Detective:  or.  The  V\  itchesof  N.Y, 
31  The  New  York  Share:  or.  The  Flash  of  Lightning. 
27  The  Spotter  Detective;  or.  Girls  of  New  York. 
NEW  ISSUES. 

1000  Buffalo  Bill's  Grim  Guard.    By  Col.  Ingraham, 

1001  The  Brand-Burners  of  Cimarron.    By  John  W. 

Osbon. 

1002  Silver  City  Sam.    By  Jos  E.  Badger 

1003  Gold  Dac;  or,  Dick  Talbot  in  Utah.   By  Albert 

W.  Aiken  .  „ 

1004  Buffalo  Bill's  Death  Deal.    By  Col.  Ingraham. 

1005  Foot-Hills  Frank.    By  Jos.  E.  Badger. 

1006  The  Sea  Cadet.  By  Col.  P.  Tngrabam. 

JUST  ISSUED. 

996  Tniun  Dick,  the  Shasta  Dead  Shot,   By  Aiken. 

997  Hotspur  Hal,  the  Sport  from  Hard  Luck.  By 
Jos.  E.  Badg'-r,  Jr.   

998  CaDtai  i  Beawaif,  Privateer.   By  Ned  Buntline. 

999  The  Velvet  Hand;  or.  The  Iron  Grip  of  Injun 
Dick.    By  Albert  W.  Aiken. 
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Iiuffalo  Rill's  Grim  Guard.    By  Col.  Prentiss  826 


tUfffl 


s  I>one  Hand;  i  r.  Tin-  Unknown 
Dead  Shot.    By  Col.  P.  Ingi  iham. 
989  Buffalo  Hill's  Marked  Bullet"!  or.  The  Specter 

Slayer  of  the  Colorado.  B;  .Col.  Ingraham. 
!'S4  Buffalo  Bill's  Life     .        .  or.   The  Doomed 

Three.   By  Col.  P.  Ingiaham- 
i'Tlt  Buffalo   Bill's  Relentless  Tra.il.     By  Colonel 
Prentiss  Ingniham. 

:•".:'.  'I  h<    Dread  Snot  , 

l'lfi_ns.   By  Col.  ' 
iiiil  Buffalo  Bills  Inv.ncibles;  or.  The      .;■  .Ind- 

ower's  S   lacrlflce.     By  Col.  P.  Ingra- 

hani. 

i  Buffalo   Rill's   Rlue   Relt   Brigade;  or,  Sun- 
flower Sam  of  Shasta.    By  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 
956  Buffalo  Hill's  Volunteer  Vigilantes;  or,  The 
Mysterious  Man  in  Blue.    By  Col.  P.  Ingra- 
ham. 

050  Buffalo  Rill  at  Ray;  or.  The  Gold  Seeker's 
Doom.   By  Col.    P.  Ingraham. 

048  Buffalo  Bill's  Block  Game;  or,  The  Mounted 
Miners  of  the  Overland.  By  Col.  Ingraham. 
;  030  Buffalo  Bill's  Black  Pard;  or,  The  Gold 
Boomers  of  the  Rig  Hern.  By  Col.  I'.  Ingra- 
ham. 

;  927  Ruffalo   Rill's   Rluff :   or,    Dusky   Dick,  the 


Hum';, 


Bill's   Quandary;    or.    Velvet  Bill's 

Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
?ill  and  the  Surgeon  Scout:  or,  Go- 
wan-go.  the  Redskin  Rider.    By  Col.  P.  In- 
graham. 

009  Buffalo  Bill's  League;  or,  Red  Butterfly.  By 

Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
■.">4  Iiuffalo  Bill's  Tangled  Trail;  or,  Gentleman 

Jack,  the  Man  of  Many  Masks.    By  Col.  P. 

Ingraham. 

000  Ruffalo  Bill's  Rough  Riders;  or,  Texas  Jack's 

Sharp-Shooters.  By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
895  Buffalo  Bill's  Secret  Ally;  or,   The  Texan's 

Double.    By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
800  H'iffalo  Bill's   Life-Stake;   or,  The  Pledged 

Three.  .By   Col.    P.  Ingraham. 
882  The  Three  Bills;  Ruffalo  Bill.  Wild  Bill  and 

Rand-Rox  Bill;  or.  The  Bravo  in  Rroadcloth. 

By  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 
874  Buffalo  Bill's  Buckskin  Braves;  or.  The  Card 

Queen's  Last  Ga  ne.    By  CoH  P.  Ingraham: 
869  Buffalo  Rill's  Road  Agent  Round-Up;  or,  The 

Mysterious  Masked  Man  in  Rlack.     By  Col. 

P.  Ingraham. 
863  Ruffalo    Bill's    Death-Charm;    or.    The  Man 

With  the  Scar.    Bv  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
S.-.7  Buffalo  Bill's  Royal  Flush;  or,  The  Pony  Ri- 
der's Death-Run.     Rv  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 
">:.l  Buffalo  Bill's  Double  Dilemma;  or.  The  Great 

Scout's  Hie  Three.    Rv  Col.  P.  Ineraham. 
8  45  Iiuffalo  Bill's  Redskin  Ruse;  or.  Texas  Jack's 

Death  Shot     Rv  Col.  Prentiss  Ineraham. 
*,>(.)»!(■  «nx..  |,  Mo  :  lous-pBaa  SujM  tputJU  °Mi  688 

Provv.  jtv  Roffalo  B"l. 
s:iO  Buffalo  Rill's  Roys  in  Blue:  or,  The  Brimstone 

Hand's  Riot-out.    By  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 


Buffalo  Rill's  Shaip-Shooters;  or,  The  Surgeon 
Scout  to  the  Rescue.    By  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 
Buffalo  Bill's  Best  Rower;  or,  Montebello  the 
Gold  King.    Ry  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
White   Beaver's  Still   Hunt;   or,   The  Miner 
Marauder's  Death-Track.    By  Buffalo  Bill. 
Ruffalo  Bill's  Red  Trail;  or,  The  Road-Rider 
Renegade's  Run  Down.   By  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 
RntY-,,1    •  Death-Knell:  or.  The  Red  Hand 

'  Rockies.    Ry  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 
,e  Wild  West  Duelist;  or.  The  Girl 
luo>i)te/nt  Mine.    By  Buffalo  Bill. 
Wild    Bill,    the   Dead    Center   Snot;    o",  PJo 
Grande  Ralph,   the  Cowboy  Chief.     By  Buf- 
falo Bill. 

Buffalo  Bill's  Winning  Hand;  or.  The  Masked 
Woman  of  the  Colorado  Canyon.  By  Col.  P. 
Ingrahrm. 

Buffalo  Bill's  Dead  Shot ;  or.  The  Skeleton  Scout 
of  the  Colorado.  By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
Buffalo  Bill's  Brand;  or.  The  Brimstone 
Brotherhood.  By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
Ruffalo  Bill's  Spv-Shadower;  or,  The  Masked 
Men  at  Grand  Canyon.  By  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 
Buffalo  Rill's  Ran;  or,  Cody  to  the  Rescue. 
By  Leon  Lewis. 

Buffalo  Rill's  Sweepstake;  or.  The  Wipe-out 
at  Last  Chance.    By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
Buffalo  Bill's  Dozen;  or,  Silk  Ribbon  Sam. 
By  'Col.   Prentiss  Ingraham. 
Ruffalo  Rill's  Mascot;  or.  The  Death  Valley 
Victim  No.  13.    By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
Buffalo  Bill's  Double;  or.  The  Desperado  De- 
tective.   Rv  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
Ruffalo  Bill's  Big  Four;  or.  Custer's  Shadow 
By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
Buffalo  Bill's  Plush  Band;  or,  Texas  Jack' 
Bravos.    By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
Ruffalo  Bill's  Blind;  or.  The  Marked  Drive 
of  Death's  Canyon.    By  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 
Ruffalo   Hill   and   His   Merry   Men;   or.  Th 
Robin  Hood  Rivals.    By  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 
Ruffalo  Rill's  Reagles;  or.  Silk  Lasso  Sam. 
By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
Ruffalo  Bill's  Body  Guard;  or,  The  Still  Hunt 
of  the  Hills.    By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
Buffalo  Bill  on  the  War  Path;  or.  Silk  Lasso 
Sam.  the  Will-o'-the-Wisp.     By  Col.  P.  In- 
graham. 

Ruffalo  Rill's  Scout  Shadowers;  or.  Emer- 
ald Ed  of  Devil's  Acre.  By  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 
Ruffalo  Rill  Raffled;  or,  The  Deserter  Des- 
perado's Defiance.  Ry  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 
Ruffalo  Rill's  Ruckskin  Rrotherhood;  oi. 
Opening  Up  a  Lest  Trail.  By  Col.  P.  In- 
graham. 

Buffalo  Rill's  Rlind  Trail;  or,  The  Daughter 
of  the  Regiment.  Ry  Col.  Frentiss  Ingraham. 
Ruffalo  Rill's  Secret  Service  Trail.  Ry  Major 
Dangerfield  Rurr. 

Ruffalo  Rill's  Swoop;   or,   the  King  of  the 
Mines.     By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
The  Cowboy  Clan;  or.  The  Tigress  of  Texas. 
By   Colonel   Prentiss  Ingraham. 


653  The  Lasso  King's  League-  or.  The  Tigers  of 

Texas.  By  Colonel  Prei.Uss  Ingraham.  I 
649  Buck  Taylor,  the  Saddle  King.  Buffalo  Bill's  > 

Chief  of  Scouts.  By  Col.  P.  Ingraham.  I 
644  Ruffalo  Rill's  Ronanza;  or,  The  Knights  of  I 

the  Silver  Circle.    By  Col.  P.  Ingraham.  1 
639  The  Gold  King;  or,  Montebel'o,  the  Magnifi- 
cent.    By  Buffalo  Bill. 
629  Buffalo  Bi'l's   Daring   Role.  I>»«  ' 

Dick,  King  of  the  Cowboys  "* 
599  The  Dead  Shot  Nine-  or 

Plains.    By  Buf-' 
517  r.,«.?.v>  Bill'? 

Pony  Express  Riaer.    j^..  - 
414  Red  Renard,   the  Indian   Detective;  or, 

Gold  Ruzzards  of  Colorado.  By  Buffalo  H  11.  | 
401  The  One- Armed  Pard;  or,  Red  Retribution  In  I 

Borderland.    By  Buffalo  Bill. 
397  The   Wizard   Brothers:   or,    White   Beaver's  i 

Trail.    Bv  Buffalo  Bill. 
394  White  Beaver,  the  Exile  of  tho  Platte;  or, 

A    Wronged    Man's   Red    Trail.     Ry  Ruffalo 

Bill.  , 
362  Ruffalo  Rill's  Grip;  or.  Oath-bound  to  Custer.  I 

By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
329  Buffalo    Bill's    Pledge;    or,    The    League    of  , 

Three.    By  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 
319  Wild  Bill,  the  Whirlwind  of  th         si.    By  j 

Buffalo  Bill. 

304  Texas   Jack,    the    Prairie    Rattler;    or,    The  I 

Queen  of  the  Wild  Riders.  By  Buffalo  Bill.  / 
243  The  Pilgrim  Sharp;  or,  The  Soldier's  Sweet- 

heart.  By  Buffalo  Bill.  | 
189  Wild   Bill's  Gold   Trail;   or,   The   Desperate  | 

Dozen.    By  Col.  P.  Ingraham. 
175  Wild    Bill's    Trump    Card;    or,    The  Indian' 

Heiress.    By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
168  Wild  Bill,  the  Pistol  Dead  Shot;  or,  Dagger 

Don's  Double.  By  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham.  j 
158  Buffalo  Bill,  Chief  of  Scouts;  or,  The  Doomed 

Dozen.    By  Dr.  Frank  Powell. 
117  Buffalo    Bill's    Strange    Pard;    or,  Dashing) 

Dandy,  the  Hotspur  of  the  Hills.    By  Major  , 

D.  Burr.  I 
92  Ruffalo  Bill,    the  Buckskin   King;,   cr.   The  j 

Amazon  of  the  West.    By  Major  D.  Burr. 
83  Gold  Bullet   Sport;  or,   The  Knights  of  the! 

Overland.    By  Ruffalo  Bill. 
52  Death  Trailer,  the  Chief  of  Scouts;  cr.  Life) 

and  Love  in  a  Frontier  Fort.     By  Buffalo 

Bill, 

NEW  ISSIES  TO  COME. 

1<>02  Silver  City  Sam,  the  High-Roller  Detective.  . 
Ry  Jos.  E.  Badger,  Jr. 

1003  Gold   Dan;   or,   Dick   Talbot   in   Utah.     By  ( 
Albert  W.  Aiken.  j 

1004  Ruffalo  Bill's  Death  Deal.     By  Col.  Pren- 
tiss Ingraham. 

1005  Foot-Hills  Frank,  the  Fancy  Sport.     By  J.  j 
E.  Badger,  Jr. 

1000  The  Sea  Cadet;  or.  The  Rover  of  the  Rlgo-  I 
letts.    Ry  Col.  Prentiss  Ingraham. 
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